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	1. The Bog-Burglar's Mask

_Unknown location_

Jonah sat by the fire, poking at the dying wood with a stick. He looked up at the dark night, where the moon was covered by the clouds. He moved the hair out of his eyes. "It's gonna rain. Or snow. Or hail, or whatever Jack wants."

Across from him, a brunette girl wearing one fur coat too many nodded. "Yeah. Um... How much closer are we to Berk?"

Jonah shivered as he pulled out the map of the Barbaric Archipelago. He laid it out next to the dim light and squinted. A blast next to him lit the fire even more. "Thanks, Sleek," he said without turning around. He received a welcome in return.

Looking back at the map, he traced his finger and said, "If we go first thing in the morning, we'll come across the Meatheads and reach Berk by nightfall. But we'll need to stop there to see if the others wound up there."

"Maybe we can see Uncle Thuggory, too," the girl said. "I mean, I can see why Nova is so proud to call him his father. Maybe we can see the both of–"

"No!" Jonah's shouted, startling the girl. "We can't afford to make mistakes! We're stopping at the Meatheads to find the others if they're there, and if we don't find them, then we leave! We're not going to talk to them!"

**_"Jonah..." _**He turned his head to see Sleek with a concerned expression. **_"Please... You don't have to shout. You know perfectly well that Freya was only kidding around._**"

Jonah scoffed as he rolled up the map. **_"Sure, she's the one who's trying think of scenarios of how she's going to meet her parents, remember? Aunt Heather isn't even near Berk at this time."_**

"I don't know what you two are talking about," Freya pouted, "but I'm gonna assume Jonah just contradicted something Sleek just said, right?" They both nodded. "Look, Jonah, I get it. No interference. We'll just go to Berk, warn them, and help from a distance. Stop along the way and see where the others are. Right?"

"Exactly." Jonah pulled the blanket he had up his body as he lay down to sleep. "Under no circumstances are we to reveal ourselves. Understand?"

"But if we can help them even more–" Freya started.

_"Understand?"_ Jonah repeated, more forcefully than he intended.

Freya sighed, knowing there was no more point of arguing. "Sure." She watched as her cousin turned around in his sleep, before he was facing away from her. Sleek wrapped himself around him.

Freya ran her fingers over the Razorwhip next to her. _Oh, Jonah... I know losing our parents was hard on everyone, but you've changed the most. You're strict and matured too quickly since you're the oldest. You need your childhood regained... If only the others were here, they'd know what to do._

* * *

><p>Traveling all the way to the Meathead tribe for their yearly Deadmouth Competition was no doubt worth it. Astrid may be the only one actually entering the fight, but all of the other dragon riders couldn't help but come along to cheer her on.<p>

Hiccup watched from atop the stadium as Astrid fought a large man easily three times as heavy as she was. Unfortunately, the man was also overconfident that he could beat a young woman such as Astrid, which lead to his own downfall. Hiccup cheered when the man submitted after receiving multiple beatings to his body, and even a cut with her axe on his leg.

Mogadon, the chief of the Meatheads, clapped his meaty hands as he sat with his son and heir, Thuggory. "What do you think son?" he said to him. "This Astrid seems like a fine choice for a bride, doesn't she?"

Thuggory shrugged. He blew the black hair out of his eyes. "How do we not know if she's already in a relationship?" he asked with boredom.

"You can ask her when you meet her," Mogadon said. "I'm making a list of all the compatible young woman for you."

Thuggory groaned. "Father, I know you want me to settle down and all, but don't you think you're maybe pushing me too hard into this? I mean, you're not even retiring yet!" His eyes widened. "Dear gods, please tell me you're not retiring..."

Meanwhile, across the ways, Astrid joined up with her friends as she exited the ring from yet another win.

"Great job, Astrid!" Ruffnut said, slapping her a high five. "You did even better than last time!"

"She sure did!" Snotlout said, leaning on Ruffnut's shoulder.

"Yeah..." Fishlegs sighed dreamily and leaned on her other shoulder.

Tuffnut stuck his tongue out as his sister slapped both boys away.

"I can never understand how Fishlegs and Snotlout both fell for Ruff in the first place," Astrid said to Hiccup. "I mean, not that I don't feel bad for her, but..."

"One of life's great mysteries," Hiccup agreed. "Though I gotta say, you did great out there. That new axe of yours holding out?"

Hiccup's birthday gift for Astrid that week was a new axe, one with a specific special function. The axe looked like any other battle axe, except that it had a metal handle to avoid being shattered so easily in battle. The double blades were edged with small, sparkling rocks and a silhouette of Stormfly, Astrid's dragon, was imbedded in the hilt where the attacker could see in broad daylight. Then there was the button that when pressed, the blades would coat themselves in Monstrous Nightmare saliva and when scratched along stone, will set themselves on fire, just like Hiccup's Inferno.

Astrid kissed Hiccup on the cheek. "Just fine, babe," she said with a wink.

Hiccup gave a nervous chuckle. "Yeah, well, I just wanted you to have a happy birthday, is all."

"Just wait until your birthday comes," she said. "I think I've got something special planned for you."

"Oh?" And based on the look she gave, he suddenly understood what she was talking about. "_Oh_. Um, Astrid, are you sure? We've only done that once before, and–"

He was halted when Astrid grabbed him by the collar of his leather suit and pulled him in for a kiss. "Then I can't wait to do it again," she whispered against his lips.

If Hiccup could turn any redder, he'd be the same shade as Toothless' tail fin.

"Hey, look!" Snotlout said, his attention blocked from Ruffnut at the moment. "Check it out, there's that chick I was telling you about!"

Because Astrid was a participator, she had free reign to wander near the arena gates where the combatants would enter the arena, as did her friends. And as they stood near one of the entrances, they looked past the bars to see a girl enter the arena on the other side. She had long yellow hair in a ponytail, carrying a double-bladed battle axe over her shoulder. She had on a skirt that reached to below her knees and boots with a metallic rim. She wore a fur coat that covered her arms like Astrid did, and the visible hem of a tunic showed green. But the most striking feature was the mask the girl wore. She wore a black mask over her face, covering it. In fact, it almost made her eyes look white. The mask resembled a bat with the wings perched on her ears to keep it in place.

"Who is she?" Astrid asked, Hiccup's curiosity peeking her.

"I was here with Snotlout while you guys went to eat!" Fishlegs said. "They call her the Masked Bog-Burglar. But I think I heard rumors that it's actually Camicazi, the heir to the Bog-Burglar tribe."

"Cami?" Hiccup repeated. He squinted at the Masked Bog-Burglar. "No, that can't be her. Cami's taller, and her hair is more wild. She's also pretty outspoken, and this girl hasn't said a single word.

It was true. The Masked Bog-Burglar stood in the arena as her opponent came in from her opposite side. He was a large man, but no less intimidating as the man Astrid fought.

"Cami's at a serious disadvantage," Tuffnut said. "I mean, she's thinner and shorter than Hiccup! Well, maybe not thinner, but definitely short!"

"Exactly! He's short!" Ruffnut agreed.

"No, you idiot. Cami's the short one."

"Well, what if _you're_ the short one?"

"Guys!" Hiccup stepped in between the two of them before they went in another physical fight. "Stop it! And I already told you that that's not Camicazi! I saw her last year when my dad took me to a meeting with the Chiefs of the Archipelago, and that's not her!"

"Hey!" The fight between the Masked Bog-Burglar and the large man had begun, and Snotlout was pining for their attention. "Look! She's really quick!"

"_That_ sounds like her," Hiccup mused, peering through the bars of the grated gate again.

The man had an iron ball attached to a chain, and he was using it to swing at the masked girl. The girl in return backflipped the attack and charged forward with her axe. When it seemed that she would attack, she slid on the ground and went in between the man's legs. Before the man could react, the Masked Bog-Burglar swung her axe up, cutting the armor he had in two. His chest plate fell off, revealing a thick body covered in hair.

"Gross!" Ruffnut said, turning away. "But cool!"

"She's using her size to her advantage," Hiccup said. "Clearly, she's fought more than just a Viking. Dragons, maybe?"

"Let's hope she hasn't taken any as a trophy," Astrid thought. She thought back to Stormfly, who was resting with the other dragons. The Meatheads may not be a tribe that rides dragons, but they were a tribe that did not see them as a threat any longer. Hel, hey even have a resting spot for passing dragon riders.

The man didn't seem to be hindered by his sudden lost of armor, and only turned around in a ferocious yell to swing at her. The Masked Bog-Burglar leapt into the air, and as she did, unsheathed a knife hidden in her boot. She threw it, piercing the man's skin with a long cut. The knife clattered to the ground, and he man winced from the side pain. Then the girl brought her foot up in between his legs, used the flat side of her axe to hit his face, and kicked his chest, knocking him down. When the man didn't get back up, the crowd cheered as bets were exchanged.

Up in the higher grounds, Thuggory actually found it quite amusing. "I think I'll go talk to her real quick."

Mogadon raised an amused eyebrow at this.

"Gods, Dad, I just want to know about her fighting style. I'm not even going to bother flirting with her, you know how the Bog-Burglars are."

It was true. Because the Bog-Burglars were all a tribe full of women, they also considered themselves to be quite boisterous with large heads. They claim that no prisoner could hold a Bog-Burglar captive and that all men were beneath them. On come cases, there were right.

Once he was satisfied with his answer, Thuggory left his seat and made his way out of the arena to the gates. He made his way over to the gate where he knew the Masked Bog-Burglar exited out of. He turned the corner and stopped in his tracks.

In front of him, with her back turned, the Masked Bog-Burglar was taking her coat off, along with her shirt. She took the mask off her face and sighed, running a rag over her face to clean sweat off her. Even though she wasn't facing him, he could still hear her muttering something underneath her breath. But what shocked him the most was the fact that the Bog-Burglar was shirtless here, and most of all, was not wearing any bindings to hold her chest in place. Seeing her bare back, he quickly and quietly stepped back out of sight. He did not want to be caught walking into a Bog-Burglar half-naked by accident.

Again.

"Enjoy the show?" he heard her say.

Thuggory almost cringed. Did she know he walked in on her? Slowly turning around the corner, he saw her putting her coat back on, followed by her mask. "Um... What?"

"The arena fight just now. Did you enjoy it? Based on the way the crowd reacted, I must've done something right. The only good Meathead is a dead Meathead."

This was most certainly a Bog-Burglar, alright. Thuggory sighed with relief before asking, "Yeah, I was just curious about your fighting style. Where did you learn that?"

"My mother taught me when I was young," the Masked Bog-Burglar said. Her loose hair was tied back into a ponytail, her back still turned to him. She bent over to pick up her mask and slid it into place. "Who wants to know?"

"The heir of the supposed dead Meatheads," Thuggory said.

He realized that that must've meant something to her based on the way she stilled. Whatever it was, she recovered from it and shrugged. "Thuggory. It's good to see you again."

Thuggory blinked. "Again? Wait, who are you?"

The Masked Bog-Burglar turned to face him, her face still covered by the black mask. She had a sly grin on her face. "Come now, Thuggy. You honestly forgot about me?

As soon as he heard the nickname, Thuggory gritted his teeth. "Damn it, Camicazi, I thought I told you to stop calling me that!"

The Bog-Burglar—Camicazi—tilted her head back and roared in laughter. "You always did hate that name. Ever since we were kids."

"Yeah, when you caught me stealing your rations that night at the meeting for the Chiefs of the Archipelago," Thuggory agreed, nodding. "But wait, why do you look so different? You're hair's clean and smooth and you have that mask on, too. Not to mention you look shorter than I remember..."

"It's top secret," Cami said. "But I would appreciate it if you kept this all under wraps for now. The most I can say is that I have reason to believe that there's danger lurking about."

"That's you for you," Thuggory said, rolling his eyes. "Fine, you don't want to talk about, you won't talk about it." He thought for a moment. "Hey, Cami, I wanted to tell you something... And I thought I'd have to save it until the next meeting for the Chiefs but now that you're here–"

"Sorry, Thuggy, but I need to go," Cami said, pushing by him. "I'm in a bit of a hurry right now, but whatever it is, I'm sure you can wait until the next meeting, right?"

"Uh... Yeah, yeah. Sure. It can...wait." Thuggory groaned and slapped himself at his missed opportunity. "See you later, I guess. And good luck tomorrow."

"Thanks. See you." She walked away, and as she did, she added, "Pervert," catching Thuggory off guard before he turned red. This only set her off in a howl of laughter again. It seemed a bit unnatural, but then again, this was Cami who was laughing.

* * *

><p>Toothless happily gobbled up the fish brought to him, purring intently as he was scratched behind his ear.<p>

"You know, bud," Hiccup said, "my birthday's in a few days. In a month from now, we'll meet Drago for real." Toothless tilted his head a little in curiosity. "Drago's he one who brought Jonah. Remember Jonah?" Toothless purred in bliss, then it turned to sorrow. "Yeah. I miss them, too."

Hiccup trailed his hand to the necklace he wore over his flight suit. It was really the only thing he had remaining of Jonah's since all those years ago. He thought back to when he met him, to when he sang him to sleep, to his birthday. All were such wonderful memories, and not a day passed that he didn't think of him.

"You're thinking too loud," Astrid said, sitting on the bed next to him.

The six of them and their dragons were staying the nights of Deadmouth in the inn of Meathead Island, and the rooms were conveniently big enough to fit Toothless in. Stormfly and the other couldn't, but that didn't stop them from liking their heads in the window. There were three rooms: Snotlout and Fishlegs shared one, the twins, and Astrid and Hiccup. Each room had two beds, and the others had no doubt that the twins were silently destroying their room at this very moment.

They turned in when the day's competitions ended. The rest and last episode picked up the next day, when the winner would be chosen between two fighters. The moon shine brightly as Hiccup sat on his bed, with Astrid making her another braid on the back of his hair,

"I miss him, too," Astrid said. "And I think we don't need to worry yet. We have what, a month? We'll think of something."

"But we don't even know how it's going to happen yet," Hiccup said. "It's just... I'm worried about this, is all. I've never killed a person before."

"Neither have I," Astrid said. "But we have to do this. If we don't, then all of this, with Jonah, will happen all over again, and again and again. We don't have a choice. But we _will_ think of something." She cupped his cheeks and looked into his eyes. They were just a bright and green as they've been. "I promise."

She kissed him lightly on his lips. When Hiccup began to pull back, Astrid only leaned forward, wanting more. They eventually landed on the bed, their hands wandering each other's bodies.

"Astrid..." Hiccup said in between kisses. He felt her unbutton his leather clothing. "We have...a second bed...you know..."

"Mm-hm... And it seems to me that...it'll remain empty tonight..."

Needless to say, Toothless had leave the room for the night.

* * *

><p>The chains echoed to sensitive ears as the prisoner was set down before the leader of the boat. "We brought the girl, Eret, son of Eret."<p>

The dragon trapper looked down at her. The girl was no more than 13, with short, brown hair that looked similar to his own. She wore a dress with hiking boots, something not commonly worn in the Archipelago.

"What's your name?" Eret asked the girl.

She said nothing.

"Hm. We captured you and your dragon here on this island, right after the ice-spitter attacked us. We saw the dragon rider riding the four-winged beast, along with others. Where are they?"

This time, she had a look of shock in her face. It was well-hidden, but Eret spotted it.

"Hm... Fine. Take her back down. I'm certainly not one to resort to torture, especially on a little girl." As they dragged her sets, she heard her stifling sobs. _Who knows? This girl might just be the one to lead me to the prophecy the witch told me about. Respect from the greatest dragon master of them all, hm?_

* * *

><p><strong>Here we are, the first chapter to my story, The Rider's Son Returns! With so much more than its predecessor and new characters to introduce, I have no doubt that this story will be just as popular and big as the original!<strong>

**Updates are going to be slow because I've got lots of work to do up ahead for the year. Heck, the next chapter might not even be until next month! But I promise that this sequel will live up to its original, and if not, then better! (inspiring music plays in background)**

**Also, this story is inspired by one of my favorite video-games. I won't say which, I'll leave that up to you to guess, but I will say that the game involves time travel and that it came out this decade. That's all I'm saying. I will be using a bit of dialogue and a scene or two from the game, but until then, it will be as much as a mystery as to if Dagur will ever be sane. Nope, never mind.**

**There's going to be much more than just what's happened on HTTYD2, prepare to cry and laugh and hang on to cliffs for this story!**

**-Litwick723**


	2. The Maiden's Challenge

When Hiccup woke up, he felt a cool breeze. The blanket over him offered very little warmth to ward off the cold the island gave; they were pretty far north. He turned on his side and was met with the sight of yellow hair. He smiled as his thoughts trailed to the night before.

He didn't really expect it, but he should've. Ever since he and Astrid slept for the first time together on her birthday, she had been rather...needy. The previous night was only the second time they had done such a vigorous activity, and he wouldn't mind doing it again sometime soon. But still, there _was_ the fact they they lost their purity out of wedlock. Well, it's a good thing they were supposed to get married soon, then, right?

As Hiccup's thoughts trailed to this, he thought back to the ring in his sack that was attached to Toothless. It was the same ring Jonah found that day all those years ago, the same he claimed to be his mother's. Yet if it truly did belong to the Astrid of that time, why was it here? Why did it not go back with him? Too many questions, and not enough answers. A while after Jonah was sent back to his time, Hiccup spent weeks trying to figure out where and when it came from. The only thing he could come up with was that the ring did indeed belong to this time, or that it also came from a future that wasn't Jonah's, which was why it remained here instead of disappearing. That was all he can come up with, and honesty, he gave up on trying to find out where the damn thing came from.

But still, he kept the ring because he knew that someday, he would ask Astrid to marry him. It was sudden, he knew, but he wanted to. He really did, he wanted to ask the question. But it was too early. If he proposed and married Astrid too early, there might be unforeseen consequences that could wreck the future. They most certainly wouldn't want that.

His thoughts were interrupted when he felt strong and lithe arms wrap around his chest, legs tangling with his, and a sigh on his neck. "'Morning..." Astrid said drowsily.

Hiccup chuckled. "Morning." He turned himself around to kiss her, letting her arms wander her exposed body under the sheets. Astrid's hands began to cling to his hair. "We should probably get ready."

Astrid groaned, resting her head on her boyfriend's shoulder. "Just once I want to stay in bed all day... That's all I ask, just once..."

"And I though Toothless was lazy," Hiccup joked, unable to stop his mirth as Astrid weakly punched his shoulder, still trying to wake up.

"Shut up... Maybe we can still get some sleep before the rounds begin today..."

* * *

><p>Thuggory sat by his father again the next day. He watched the fighters duel each other, but his thoughts kept tracing back to his encounter to Camicazi the day before. If it made him a pervert, he couldn't get the image of her naked back off his mind. He didn't know what to expect, but she was most certainly toned. If that was just her back, what did her front look like...?<p>

He slapped himself. _No! Bad Thuggy, very bad Thuggy! You will not ruin a life-long friendship by trying to nail your best friend in bed!_

But still, he had to admit, something over the past decade and a half grew than just friendship. They began to see each other once a year at the annual meetings, and as they became teenagers, began to sail to each other's islands to see one another more often. Eventual, when word reached that the war between Vikings and dragons ended, Thuggory took in a Changewing dragon he named Cameo that Hiccup, the Hooligan heir, introduced him to. Camicazi had a Deadly Nadder she called Killer. Typical.

And when he flew with Cami that first time, he realized something absolutely terrifying and horrible: he loved her. It was frightening, mostly because he knew how independent Camicazi was, and is. She was headstrong and didn't seem to want or need any help. For five years, he kept his emotions bottled up, telling no one, not even his father his true feelings. It was unbearable.

"Thuggory–"

"What?! No! Yes! What?!" Thuggory turned around to see his father looking at him with a raised eyebrow. "Uh...yeah?"

Mogadon just looked at him suspiciously before sighing. "I was asking if you were fine this morning. You seem to be out of it." He placed a hand in his son's forehead. "You seem hot, too."

"Yeah..." Thuggory admitted. "I'm feeling a little feverish this morning..." _Gods, please help me live through this..._

* * *

><p>Camicazi was pulling on leather gloves when Thuggory entered the arena gate where she would enter. "You alright, Cami?"<p>

"Fine," Camicazi said a bit bitterly. She put her mask on before turning to face Thuggory. "Why are you here?"

Thuggory was a bit taken aback by the sudden cold shoulder until he remembered that this was Camicazi he was talking to. "Nothing. I was just coming to check up on you."

"You don't need to worry about me." She lifted a battle axe over her shoulder. It had a metal handle, so he assumed it was used so that the ferocity of battle wouldn't wear it off. "I'm a Bog-Burglar, remember? You can't keep a Bog-Burglar locked up, and you're a pretty good fighter for a boy and all that."

Thuggory narrowed his forehead in concern. "Are you alight, Cami? You seem a bit...different this morning."

Camicazi sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. "Yeah. Sorry, I just had an argument with a friend of mine last night. Nothing that concerns you, though, but he and I weren't on good terms this morning. I bet things will be better by tonight, though, that's how it usually is."

"He?" Thuggory repeated.

"Yeah. What, you think that just because I'm a girl I can't be friends with boys? Hm?" Camicazi narrowed her eyes and brought the head of the double-bladed weapon to his neck. "What are you playing at, Meathead?"

"Uh... Heh heh..." Thuggory gave a nervous chuckle. "Well, it's good to see you back to normal? Heh."

Camicazi smiled. "That's more like it." She lowered her axe and patted his cheek with her gloved hand. "Now be a good meathead and stay here, okay?"

"R-right..." Thuggory turned a small hue of red as Camicazi went into the arena. It wasn't until she was already gone when he realized something. "Hey! Wait a minute! You literally called me a 'meathead' outside from my tribe name, didn't you?! Get back here!"

* * *

><p>Astrid watched as the Masked Bog-Burglar entered the arena. She didn't think she would go up against this girl, but she was looking forward to this fight. Based on what she saw, she was quite strong for someone with a small structure, and thought that she would be the perfect sparring partner to have on Berk other than Hiccup. As much as she likes sparring with him, he always used his Inferno to cheat. At least, that's what she claimed.<p>

"Take 'em down, babe!" Hiccup said to her as she entered the arena. "Show her how a Hofferson does it!"

Stormfly and Toothless let out roars of encouragement while the others cheered.

"Astrid, Astrid! Oi! Oi! Oi!"

Astrid rolled her eyes. Snotlout seemed to be using that cheer for everyone now. And they thought it was annoying when he was using it for himself.

The two females met at the center. The cheers surrounded the entire stadium, and Astrid took out her axe from her back, tossing it in the air with her left hand and catching it with her right, thrusting the head towards the Masked Bog-Burglar.

Imagine her surprise when she did the exact same move. But what surprised her even more was what was imbedded on the hilt: a silhouette of Stormfly, just like on hers. In fact, the axe was double-bladed and had a metal rod, just like hers. The same shape, the same color, the same design... It's not possible.

"Where did you get that axe?" Astrid said in astonishment.

Her opponent said nothing. Astrid used this to her advantage and charged forward with her axe. She swung at her and the Masked Bog-Burglar dodged both attacks. Then Astrid mustered her strength to to jump over her, pushing her to the ground by kicking her back. The Bog-Burglar grunted, but then she turned around and used the flat end of her axe to knock at Astrid's feet.

"Where did you learn to fight like this?" She stood back up, before before she can do anything, the Bog-Burglar jumped over her and kicked her to the ground. Just like she did.

"My mother!" she cried.

* * *

><p>Hiccup watched an amazement as both girls in the ring attacked each other. "It's almost like she's fighting herself if her other self were smaller!" he said.<p>

"Ooh, you don't think this is more time travel stuff, do you?" Tuffnut said. "Like maybe Astrid from five years ago is here today?"

Ruffnut scoffed. "You're such an idiot, man."

"Yeah, a complete idiot," Snotlout agreed dreamily.

Hiccup, meanwhile, continued to watch the Bog-Burglar intently. Something was off a little bit... The more he watched the fight the more it seemed like Tuffnut's guess might actually be right. This girl was about the same height Astrid was five years ago, the same hair color, the same physique, and she favored an axe like Astrid did. She moved a bit slower than Astrid, but if this truly was Astrid from five years ago, that may make sense. Could it be possible? Could this Masked Bog-Burglar truly be Astrid in disguise? But why would it be? No, he was getting ahead of himself. Then again, his 20th birthday is coming up...

* * *

><p>Astrid did the finishing blow by sending the Bog-Burglar to her back. She placed a foot on her stomach and pointed the axe down at her. Both were gasping for breath, and throughout this whole ordeal, not once did the mask fall off.<p>

"Impressive... If not surprising," she said. "I yield!" When the Bog-Burglar announced this, this sent the crowd into a frenzy as the Berkian triumphed over a Bog-Burglar.

Astrid took her boot off her and helped her up.

"Not bad," the Bog-Burglar said as Astrid walked away. "For a Hofferson."

Astrid stopped in her tracks. _How did she-? _She turned around and saw the Bog-Burglar walking away. "Hey! Wait a minute! How did you know my name?" But it was too late. The gates closed and she walked away. Astrid was stricken for a moment before she turned back around. Something was up, she realized. Who was that girl?

* * *

><p>Astrid found it difficult to sleep that night. The finals of the competition were the next day, and the winner would win gold and a choosing of someone as from the island to be their traveling companion for a whole year. Astrid wasn't sure if she wanted the second option, as the Meatheads were as stubborn as any other Viking.<p>

Hiccup explained to her Tuffnut's guess that the Masked Bog-Burglar is really another version of Astrid from a different time. It was the only thing that made sense to her. She had the same moves, knew her attacks and experience, the same weapon. But if she were from the past, then how could she have the same axe that Astrid got on her birthday last week? It was confusing. But there was something else that bothered her. Maybe it wasn't important, but it was the way the Bog-Burglar moved. Quickly, yes, but a bit heavy as well. Maybe she had on some added weight? Or could it be that she was actually a–

"Oh. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to bump into you."

Astrid decided to take a walk among the village. She was nearing the arena gates and was actually walking in circles inside the empty stadium. Stormfly was in the center, sleeping. And now, she was so distracted that she didn't even notice that someone walked into her.

She looked up and saw a young man about her age. His raven hair stuck up in the air. He had on metal shoulder pads over a grey tunic and leather pants with chainmail acting almost like a skirt. Almost. He skin was a bit dark and his hazel eyes gave a brave vibe.

"I'm fine," Astrid said distractedly. "Just thinking."

"At night? In an empty public area? ...With a dragon?" He gestured to each subject with each sentence. "That _is_ your dragon, right?"

"Yes." She looked at him. "Who are you, anyway?"

"Name's Thuggory," the young man said. "My dad's the Chief of the Meathead tribe."

Astrid nodded. "Oh, right, Mogadon. I thought you looked familiar, you were the one Hiccup introduced to the Changewing."

As of on cue, a hiss made her turn. At first there was nothing, but then scampering down the walls the dragon became visible again.

"That's right," Thuggory said, stepping forward to scratch the dark-green Changewing under his chin. "Cameo's a good friend. We've been through a lot and we have a close bond. Though I doubt no one has a bond as close as Hiccup and his Night Fury."

"Maybe," Astrid said. Stormfly came up to her, silently begging for a scratch.

As she did so, Thuggory asked, "Don't mind me asking, but why are you sulking here at night instead of hanging out with your fiancé?"

Astrid sputtered. "Wha-! Hiccup's not my fiancé! We're not at that level in our relationship!" She mumbled to herself, "Yet." Then out loud, "Besides, I can ask you the same thing."

"True," Thuggory said with a shrug. "You know the girl you fought today? The Masked Bog-Burglar? She's Camicazi, the heir to the Bog-Burglar tribe."

"Hiccup was thinking it was her, since he's the heir to the Hooligans," Astrid said. "But I don't it's her."

"What? Why not?" He had an extreme look of confusion on his face.

Astrid reached for her axe behind her back. "Hiccup made me this axe for my birthday last week," she said. "I saw the Masked Bog-Burglar using this same exact one. That's impossible, though, because there's only one like this in the world."

Thuggory frowned. "I'm not sure how to answer that, but I'm sure it's her. Acts like her. I've been looking for her to try and...well, ask her out."

"Do you have a death wish?" Astrid said with a grin. "Camicazi can bend you in half as much as I could."

"Your confidence in me is endearing, Astrid, so thank you." Someone stepped out of the shadows from the arena and into the moonlight.

"Cami!" Thuggory said, shocked. "Uh... How, how much did you hear?"

"Enough," she said. "But you can save that for later. Right now, the island is in danger."

"What do you mean, danger?" Astrid asked. She could see the glint of the axe from the Bog-Burglar's back.

"What if I told I've seen the future?" Camicazi said. "Would you believe me? A future where the Chief of the Meatheads is killed, tonight."

"My dad?" Thuggory said in disbelief. "What are you talking about? He's the strongest Meathead there is! And how would you know this?"

"I know you don't believe me," Camicazi said—though Thuggory was starting to think it wasn't. "And you don't have to. Let me show you." She took the axe from her back and directed it towards Astrid. At this, both Astrid and Thuggory readied their weapons. Thuggory carried two swords on his hip.

"I'm about to save your life," Camicazi said. She tilted her head as she looked up a little. "From him."

As soon as she said this, a man came leaping from over the stadium wall. He was covered in dark clothes with a shawl covering his face, making it impossible to discern who he was. The moment the man appeared, Camicazi threw her axe in the air, and as it fell, she jumped and turned, the same way she and Astrid did earlier during their fight. The man passed under her, but before he can hit Astrid with a sword, Cami brought down the axe, slicing the man's back. Blood spattered to the arena floor as the man fell on his front. Astrid was completely gobsmacked. She hadn't noticed the attacker until he was only a few feet away. If Camicazi weren't here, she would've...

"I trust this proof will suffice?" Camicazi said, standing back up.

Astrid looked at her in astonishment. "Yeah..." she said weakly.

Unfortunately, the both of them didn't notice a second figure in dark clothes rise, this one female. She carried a sword as well, and she seemed to aim for Camicazi. She barely made it out of the way to avoid the swipe that went at her, tripping over the fallen assassin's sword as she did, but a sharp and shrill-sounding cut made alert that the mask was ripped in two by the sword. Before the second assassin could react, Thuggory ran forward and, with a battle cry, rammed the sword through her body.

Something metallic fell on the floor. They both turned around to look at Camicazi and gasped. Her masked fell off. In fact, she wasn't even a 'her.'

She was a boy. A teenage boy, by the look of it. His blue eyes showed a determined ferocity, and he had traces of a stubble beard that were hidden by a scarf he hadn't worn before. The hair he had hidden around the mask fell, making some fall over his eyes.

"Wait, you're a...boy?" Astrid said, looking closer at him.

"And quite the actor, too," he said, his voice sounding much different. "Honestly, I'm surprised you hadn't figured it out until now." His expression remained completely emotionless.

"Wait..." Thuggory said with confusion. "If you're a boy...then how did you–"

Stormfly squawked. Cameo roared. Both dragons began to feel restless.

"Stormfly!" Astrid ran up to her dragon, trying to get her to calm down. "Stormfly! Calm down, girl!"

"Cameo, what's gotten into you?" Thuggory shouted.

The boy impersonating the Bog-Burglar ran to the gates. "We need to hurry!" he shouted. "To the Great Hall! They're going to attack there! Astrid, get Hiccup and the other dragons riders there ASAP!"

"How do you know Hiccup?" Astrid shouted after him, but he was already gone.

"We'll worry about him later!" Thuggory said as he got onto his dragon. "We need to see what's wrong!"

They both took off into the air and outside of the stadium. As they flew back, they saw the boy running at an abnormal speed to the village. He passed through the copse below and entered the village's borders. As Astrid and Thuggory flew closer, they saw what the problem was. Large ships were docked at the harbors, and some had people boarding off while others fired from cannons and launchers. The most prominent feature was the skull and crossbones on the lead ship's flag.

Meathead Island was being raided by pirates.

* * *

><p>"Seven... Eight... Nine... Ten! Ready or not, here I come!"<p>

The girl with l brown hair climbed down the vine from the perch she stood up on. She looked around, listening carefully. On the distance, she can hear the sounds of dragons eating.

The dragon next to her crooned.

"Hm? What is is, girl? Did you find something?"

The dragon sniffed the ground and pointing it's snout at a bush. The girl smirked, slowly walking up to it. As she did, she saw the tuft of yellow hair looking out of the bright plants. She smiled.

"Gotcha!" She jumped into the plant, tackling the older girl down.

"Ow! Hey, we talked about tackling! That's against the rules!" the older girl said, rubbing her head.

The younger girl just smiled. "Ha, sorry! You're just so easy to find!"

The older girl huffed, but before she could rebuttal, they heard a voice shout out. "Girls!" a woman cried. "Time for dinner!"

"Coming!" both girls cried out. They both leered at each other playfully before giggling and running to where the woman called them, two coal-colored dragons following them.

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 2 is up and loaded people! Boom! I really love where this story is going, and I hope you people do, too! Can anyone guess where the inspiration for the sequel came from yet? No? Well, unless someone can guess it first, I won't reveal it yet! Here's a hint: I used the dialogue from the game in this very scene here at the end.<strong>
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	3. The Pirates' Raid

The village was being set on fire. There was no question about that. People were fighting the pirates, and some, like the younger ones, were fleeing for safety. Dragons raids were one thing, but pirate raids were far worse, and in some cases, a rarity.

Four ships occupied the water, each easily carrying almost fifty men. The lead ship, the biggest, had a woman with a bandana around her head. She carried a spyglass over her dark eyes. When she lowered, a scar was visible on her cheek. She grinned.

"Captain Nora!" a voice sounded from behind her. She turned around to see a second woman, also with a bandana, running up to her. "Captain! Our scouts have reported back. They're certain dragons are on the island."

Nora smiled. As she did, one could see that some of he teeth were chipped. "Perfect." She climbed up a rope and wrapped a leg around it do she wouldn't fall off. She raised the spyglass to her eye again, her black hair flowing in the wind. "Any specifics?"

"Just the common type," the woman below said. "Gronckles, Nadders. Say, how much is this Bludvist character paying us for this job, anyway?"

"You may be my second in command, Vee, but you know better than to question my motives," Nora said, standing in front of the dark-skinned woman again. "He's going to pay us good, enough so we can sail out of this damned Archipelago and sail the rest of the world. I hear Arendelle's high in profits."

Vee nodded. She looked a bit ashamed of herself. "Of course, Captain. Forgive me, I was merely curious."

Before Nora can answer, a screech filled the night air. A blur sped past the ship, and two blasts of light appeared, aiming straight for two of the ships. The two of them caught on fire, and the people were forced to abandon ship.

"Good gods, what was that?" Nora said in shock. "A dragon?"

Vee climbed a second rope to reach the pirate leader's point of view and took the spyglass from her. She peered through it and gave a faint smile that Nora didn't notice. "Not just any dragon. A Night Fury."

* * *

><p>"Go on! Hurry!"<p>

Astrid carried the child in her arms close to her. The little girl was only a few years old, and was terrified of what was happening.

Thuggory carried the second child, coughing as he ran to the exit of the building. "Let's go!"

They both ran outside, setting the children down next to their parents. "Thank the gods you're alright!" their mother cried, the father of a Viking embracing them in a hug.

"Thank you, Thuggory," the man said, then nodding towards Astrid.

"We're not done yet," Astrid said. She watched as she heard the familiar tell-tale sign of the Night Fury; Hiccup must be aware of the gravity of the situation.

"Astrid, look out!" Thuggory shouted.

Astrid was no stranger to killing. On more than one occasion had she had to attack from raiding Vikings and pirates. Ironically, she would never think to kill a dragon. Which is why when the pirate tackled her and they tumbled on over each other, she kicked his stomach while on her neck to send him over the nearby bluff and to the churning waters below.

"Astrid!" Hiccup touched down on Toothless while Stormfly blasted a warning blast at anyone who came near. "Astrid, you alright?"

Astrid nodded. "Yeah, can't say the same for anyone else." She gestured to the bluff. "Where're the others?"

"Snotlout and the twins are warding off the pirates back to the shores and Fishlegs is helping those who can't fight escape," Hiccup said. "I ran into your father, Thuggory. He wanted me to tell you to meet him at–"

"Hiccup, watch out!" A blur came speeding out of the trees as an assassin dressed in garb similar to the pair before dashed at Hiccup with a mace. Before Hiccup could deflect the attack or Toothless can blast at his feet, a fire came flying out of the roofs of the houses. The fire collided solidly with the assassin, setting his back ablaze as he fell. He continued to scream in pain as the source of the fire died, but his clothes engulfed. An axe met his back.

Someone came running down the building. He set his foot on the assassin's thrashing back, halting him, and pried the axe out of his back before he hoisted it over his shoulder. "I always did hate pirates."

"Y-you!" Thuggory, shocked at seeing the boy from before. "What are you doing here?" He aimed both of his swords at him in case he were to attack.

"You don't need to be mad at me," the boy said. He brushed the blonde hair out of his eyes before it fell over them again. "I'm not your enemy. The pirates are."

"The pirates that you knew were going to come," Astrid said accusingly. "How do we know you're lying about seeing this future and that you're not actually one of them?"

"What are you guys talking about?" Hiccup said, holding his Inferno in front of him as Toothless warily examined the stranger. "Who is this guy?"

"This is the supposed 'Masked Bog-Burglar'," Thuggory said. "He's been impersonating Camicazi and I actually bought it!"

"Just shows how much you know your friend," the boy said. "I actually know the Bog-Burglar heir myself, but she doesn't know me." He turned around and began to walk away when Cameo suddenly appeared in front of him, growling.

"You're not getting away this easily!" Astrid said, pulling on the hood of his coat, making him choke out a "gah!" She glared at him and said, "Who are you? What do you really want? And how do you have the same axe as mine? It even gets itself on fire!"

Hiccup looked at the axe. "Where'd you get the axe? And if I were you, is answer her."

The boy looked like he was contemplating something before he groaned and sighed. "I don't have much time, but I'll try to make it quick. My... My name is Rune... I'm a wondering Viking since my parents were killed."

"Killed?" Thuggory repeated. "Did these pirates kill your parents?"

Rune shook his head. "No. They..." He cringed. "They did take my cousin, though. That's why I entered the Deadmouth Competition. I wanted to win the gold to pay the pirates the fee they want." He turned around to the village. "I can't say anymore or things will worsen! I warned you about your father, Thuggory, now I must go save my cousin before they kill her!"

He began to run off, but Hiccup caught his arm. Rune's eyes widened for a moment as Hiccup said, "Hold on just a moment. I'm going with you."

"What?!" the other three said.

"Look, kid, I know what it's like to feel like you're losing your family," Hiccup said. "I almost lost someone close to me a long time ago."

"...oh?" Rune said knowingly.

"Yeah. Toothless and I'll go with you and watch your back in case things turn sour." Toothless gave a purr as he sniffed Rune intently. "See? Even Toothless seems to like you."

"Hiccup, are you sure?" Astrid said. "We barely know this kid."

"Maybe we do and we just don't know it," Hiccup said cryptically." He mindlessly twirled the tooth necklace around his neck as he spoke.

"What the Hel are you talking about?" Thuggory said in an almost-whisper.

But Astrid seemed to catch on to what Hiccup said. Her eyes widened from her axe to Rune's, then to Hiccup and Rune himself. "Hiccup, you don't mean..."

"What the Hel are you two talking about?" Rune said exasperatingly. "Look, fine, you can come if you want, but we need to hurry. If my memory serves, we have until sunrise until the pirates leave and the Chief's assassination is complete." He pointed to Astrid and Thuggory. "You two go to the Great Hall and keep him guard, whether he needs it or not."

"Are you crazy?" Thuggory said. "What makes you think you can order around me and–"

"Fine," Astrid interrupted, making the Meathead heir stare incredulously at her. "But know this Rune, when this is done and over with, we're going to have a long conversation about all this."

Rune rolled his eyes. "Yes, Mother." He emphasized the word to show just how sarcastic he was being, but even Thuggory notices a strange sense of worry in his eyes. "Can we go now?"

* * *

><p>Hiccup veered around the corner of a building once he made sure the coast was clear. Huts up ahead were on fire, but otherwise, this sector of the village was deserted. "The ships are right over there," he said. The harbor was right below them a few ways. "Which ship is your cousin on?"<p>

Rune pointed to the largest of the two renaming ships, the last two on fire. "The captain's ship. She's a female, but just like Camicazi, she can pop a whollop. But I know there's someone else on board that will help us."

Toothless swiped at a pirate with his tail who neared them with a weak axe. He promptly grabbed his clothes with his teeth and threw him to a clean roof, the pirate screaming in fear as he did."

"Good Toothless," Rune praised. Toothless grumbled something as he turned away to look at the ship, but Hiccup was sure Rune rolled his eyes.

"Let's go."

* * *

><p>Thuggory was at his father's side by the time his leg was wounded. "Father!" He ran to his father's side as he fell to one knee. He parried an attack and threw him back as a second Meathead grabbed him by his neck and pulled him into the battle. "Father, are you alright?"<p>

"Chief Mogadon!" Astrid and Stormfly flew by his side. They were lucky these gates were large enough to fit the dragon. "Chief! We have bad news! We found these out that pirates were sent to assassinate you!"

"What?" Mogadon used his thick blade to help him stand. "What are you going in about, lass?"

"She's telling the truth, Father," Thuggory said. "The Masked Bog-Burglar gathered intel on this."

Astrid scoffed, but Mogadon didn't notice it. "Hm... I have made plenty enemies. But I can't just sit here and do nothing while my people fight for me!"

"You won't," Thuggory promised. "I'm not saying to going fighting mindlessly, I'm saying to not go fighting mindlessly on your own." He unsheathed his swords and clanked them together.

Mogadon let out a chuckle that ended with a wince from his leg. "That's my boy."

* * *

><p>As much as Toothless hated it, he had to be left behind. The plan was to have Toothless quickly get back to the Great Hall to backup Astrid and the others.<p>

Hiccup watched as Rune lifted something to his mouth. He exhaled deeply and blew into it, but nothing happened. "What'd you do?"

Rune only smiled. "Just watch." He kneeled down at the edge of the boardwalk as bubbles popped softly to the surface. A shape began to rise before a head poked up. The Scaldron dragon purred. It was small, which meant it was young. "Hey, Sprout," Rune said. "Can you carry me and my friend over to that ship?" He pointed to the ship.

The Scaldron made a few growls before it leaned in to Rune's touch to be petted. Than it rose and aligned it's back.

"Wow," Hiccup said as he and Rune carefully boarded the dragon's back. "This is amazing! How did you?"

"It's a whistle carved from a Scaldron tooth, see?" In the sack tied around his waist, Tune took out a few whistles as Sprout moved them forward. "My dad found out you can the dragon which the tooth whistle belongs to. I made this one from one of Sprout's teeth." He patted the scales gently. "She's still a wild dragon, but I saved her life from Vikings a month ago, and she's been following us for a while since."

Hiccup watched the remains of the two ships. Some wood still lay ablaze, and other parts had sunk underneath the water. "What do you think caused these two ships two sink? A dragon?"

Rune looked thoughtfully at the remains. "Maybe..."

Sprout squirted with her hot water a hole small enough for both humans to go through. Hiccup was tall, yes, but he was also thin. He crawled into the doused wood to come across a room with cargo. As he inspected, he heard Rune bid the Scaldron farewell.

"Where's your cousin?" Hiccup asked as they entered a room. Cells occupied the space.

"Somewhere down here, I'm sure of it. They must have her dragon, too." Jonah looked through the bars of each cell occupying the room, but they were all empty. "This makes no sense... Why isn't she here?"

"Maybe she's on the other ship?" Hiccup suggested.

"Or maybe she was moved before her rescuers can capture her," a voice said. They turned around to face a dark-skinned woman with black hair wrapped in a bandana. She had on a tunic that was cut so that her belly showed, and pants equipped with sockets for knives. Her boots thundered on the floor, and one of her ears had a gold hoop earring dangling.

"It's one thing to board the captain's ship without permission," she said, waving a weapon at them. "You've never seen a flintlock, have you?" she said. "Yeah, these babies are more common from the mainland at the sour of this hovel of an archipelago. You know, you shouldn't have come cross the captain's second in command." She aimed the flintlock at Rune. "Me."

She fired.

* * *

><p>"Ho ho ho! The lass can put up a fight after all!" The man in front of Astrid taunted her. He looked hideous with worn-out clothing and a horrible stench, more so than a Viking can handle. And she thought this stereotype was just that.<p>

"You don't want to mess with me, you sorry son of a–" Astrid swung her axe but it was blocked with the spear the man had.

"Isn't that hitting a bit below the belt?" the man said.

Thuggory came up from behind him and said, "No, but this is!" He kicked his leg in between the man's nether regions, smirking when the man groaned in pain.

A familiar roar met their ears. Toothless came bounding into the Hall after frightening off a few men with his appearance. The other riders came in after him.

"Astrid, where's Hiccup?" Snotlout asked.

"He and some kid went to rescue his cousin from the pirates," Thuggory said. "Toothless must not have gone with them."

"Wouldn't surprise me," Fishlegs said. "The ships are still a bit far into the water. I wonder how they got to them, then."

"If anyone needs me," Tuffnut said, "I'm going to crash headfirst into someone! AAHHH!"

"Wait for me, you idiot! AAHHH!"

Needless to say, a pair of enemies did not expect to be rammed by helmets and heads.

"Get him, Ruff!" Snotlout said enthusiastically. "Rile 'em good!"

"That's my girl!" Fishlegs agreed before patting Meatlug's hide. "Now let's go, my other girl!"

He hopped on to her to frighten off other people.

"They're..." Thuggory said, wondering how to define the Hooligans.

"Yeah, they are..." Astrid said with a nod. She turned around to look outside the Hall doors and gasped. "Thuggory, look!"

Thuggory turned around and widened his eyes. "Oh, no..."

Mogadon was fighting with his sword, swinging at a pirate. He stabbed through his chest, but that wasn't what caught his attention. Thuggory saw a man with a scarf covering his face. Only his eyes showed, but even then, he couldn't tell who he was. Mogadon hadn't noticed him. And the pirate was raising an axe at his back.

"Dad!" Thuggory shouted, starting to jog at his direction. "Dad!" But over the roars of the nearby dragons helping and the battle cries, Mogadon didn't hear him. "Dad, turn around!"

He grabbed a bow and arrow from a fallen soldier—pirate or Meathead, he didn't know—and nicked the bow in in place. From his position, he saw the pirate raise his axe. He raised the bow and fired.

He missed.

* * *

><p>She missed.<p>

Or at least that was all Rune thought happened. There was an explosion of some kind as the flintlock lit up and he was knocked to the ground. He thought the flintlock worked like a bow, but smaller and just as powerful. But as it turned out, he was actually pushed to the ground by Hiccup. Hiccup stood where Rune was a moment earlier and grabbed his arm in pain as blood spurted from it.

"Hiccup!" Rune stood back up and ran to his side. "Oh, gods, Hiccup! Are you okay?" He reached into his sack and pulled out a torn piece of a shirt. "Press on the wound, clean it, bind it, repeat..." It seemed more like he was reminding himself of something.

"Sweet of you to protect your friend," the pirate said. "But you won't protect him a second time."

"S-stop," Hiccup said weakly, trying to stand, but only managed to lean on a barrel in the corner next to a cell.

"Vee, please stop this..." Rune said, then instantly seemed to regret it.

The woman, Vee, looked at Rune in awe. "How do you know my name, kid?"

Rune warily stood up, the barrel of the flintlock still pointed at him. "I know you because... Someone told me about you... Your father."

This seemed to strike something in Vee. Her eyes widened and she lowered her arm a little. "What?"

Rune continued to press on Hiccup's shoulder to pause the bleeding. "I met him only once, but he knows you," he said. "You misses you."

Vee shook her head. "No. No, you're lying! I don't have a family, just the pirate brigade!"

"Because they found you unconscious in the forest, right?" Rune said. "Your fisher knew that and he wanted to help you, but his duties as...Chief...forbade him to. He asked for my help instead."

"Why would he send a child?" Vee said. She began to look uncertain.

"Because I came to find my family, too," Rune said. "Because I... Because I want a future where there's peace. You want that. I know you do. You never wanted to be a pirate, the only reason you are one is because these people offered you a home. You like dragons, you don't want to hurt them. You, you want to leave the crew, don't you?"

By this time, Vee had completely forgotten the flintlock on the floor. "How do you know all this?"

"I, I saw the future," Rune said. He began to step forward. "I know it sounds impossible, but I did. I saw..." He closed his eyes as he searched his memory. "I saw you and a man. A family. You have...two children, I think it is." He opened his eyes again. "Would you throw that away for something other people want?"

Vee turned around to the hall door. Then she looked at Hiccup on the wall and the Rune. "Your friend is fine," she said. "She and her dragon were taken off the ship before we docked here."

"They're on the island?" Hiccup asked.

Vee opened a crate easily and pulled out a roll of bandages. She unrolled a large amount before wrapping it over his leather clothes. "We can patch it up nicely once we get out. And why are my feet wet?"

The three of them looked down and Rune gulped. "The hole we came in through is flooding he said, feeling the water rush. "We need to get out through the deck!"

"Follow me!" Vee ran down the hallway, Hiccup and Rune following behind. "We can out through here, but there's no boats or anything."

"I'll call a friend of mine," Rune said, taking one of his whistle sour before blowing on it a few times.

Vee opened a hatch that lead above deck. She peAered sound for a moment before signaling to get out.

"Where is everyone?" Hiccup asked silently, wincing as he pressed to his wound.

"They're all at the island. Once we got insight that there were dragon riders there, they went off board to capture them." She looked down.

"I know you never wanted that," Rune said, "but you didn't go with them, either. That shows something."

"Yes. It shows that she's a traitor to our kind." Nora jumped down from a beam above. Needless to say, Hiccup clamped a bloody hand over Rune's eyes because of how little she was wearing, which was a surprise given how far north they were. "Vee. I always did think you were a singe of venom."

"Nora, listen to me," Vee said. "Please, just let us go, we won't do anything to–"

"Enough, Vee!" Nora interrupted. "You betrayed us because you have too much of a soft heart. Now..." She pulled out a knife from seemingly out of nowhere. "...I'll make sure you won't have one."

She made a beeline for her, but before they could move, a hush of water sprayed from above, dousing the captain. "AAAAGGH!" She screamed in pain as her skin blistered and turned red. "Agh! What's happening to me! Urgh!"

"You just got burned!" Rune said as Ver helped Hiccup onto Sprout's back. "Literally! Come on, Sprout!"

* * *

><p>"YAH!" Thuggory aimed a second arrow, but it was too late.<p>

"Thuggory! Duck!"

On impulse, Thuggory ducked his head and saw someone jump over him. The figure aimed a bow—a larger bow with a thicker arrow—at the pirate. One second it was notched, the second it pierced the man's stomach. The grunt the man offered caught Mogadon's attention, turning to face was could've been his killer. He turned to Thuggory and the person next to him and waved a thanks.

"Good. The only good pirate is a dead pirate. They thought they could keep me locks up in the cage? Ha! Try again, you idiots!"

Thuggory sat up. The wild hair, the face, the clothes. "Cami?"

Camicazi helped Thuggory up. "Long time no see, Thuggy. Did I miss anything good?" Her blue eyes showed the same mischievous glint they always did.

* * *

><p>The pirates were evacuating. The Vikings won the battle. Apparently, a Scaldron had attacked the ship and decided to give the captain a shower, along with any other pirates that were near the shore. Eventually, they gave up and fled, with a few stragglers as prisoners. The dragons that had riders were safe, and they even gained a new ally.<p>

"You don't remember much of your past?" Astrid asked as she ducked under a branch.

Vee shook her head. "Afraid not, Miss Hofferson. Vague memories and the like. I remember my father as a strong warrior, and I also remember having many sisters, but no personal information." She turned to Rune. "Tell me, Young Rune, what was my father like?"

"Just call me Rune," he said as he used his axe to cut at a low branch as they progressed through the forest. "I'm sure Astrid would say the same thing. And I'm going to be honest, your father didn't want me to tell you anything about him, neither name nor appearance. He said that you'll know who he was when he saw him."

Vee nodded. "And this vision you had. Is it true?"

Rune paused for a moment before smiling. "Yeah. I promise."

Hiccup was left behind as both Toothless and Astrid had to physically restrain him to his bed in the guest's quarters to keep him from standing. Thuggory offered to attend to his wound, and Vee guided Rune, with Astrid, to the other side of the island.

"My friend... Can that truly be you?"

Rune gasped.

"What is it?" Astrid asked, a hand on her axe.

"They're up ahead," Rune said. He ran forward.

"Hold! How did you..." Vee's question died in her lips as Rune disappeared. "Well, that boy seems to have an energy that never dies."

"I'll say," Astrid said with a knowing smile on his face.

Vee turned to look at her. "Who is this boy? He seems to be quite protective of the ones he cares about."

"It's...complicated," Astrid said. "Though I suppose I can say that I think we may have met before. See, there was a child we met years ago, and I think that might be him, but I don't think he recognizes us, yet he knows our names."

"I see."

"Hey! Over here!" Rune came forward, a girl a year or two younger supported by his shoulders. A Monstrous Nightmare followed. "Vee! I need a bandage!"

Vee ran forward, ripping off a long strip.

"Her arm's broken," Rune explained as the bandage was carefully wrapped around the girl's arm.

"R-Rune..." the girl said. She was sobbing. "I was so scared... I thought you wouldn't make it..."

"It's fine..." Rune said. He hugged her, rubbing his hands on her shoulder. "Your my cousin. I'll watch out for you, and I know Hazard will, too."

The Nightmare growled softly. The girl laughed before she yawned. "I'm tired..."

"Sleep, Freya. I'll update you in the morning."

* * *

><p>Hiccup, Astrid, Thuggory, the real Camicazi, and Rune were in the Chief's house.<p>

"Mogadon's okay, then?" Rune asked.

"Okay?" Camicazi said with a snort. "That bag of bones can outlive the gods themselves, just like Stoick would." She narrowed her eyes at him. "And what's this about you pretending to be me?"

"You're almost the same height," Hiccup said as he drew comparisons. "Rune a bit shorter, though. And even though you have a bit of facial hair, it doesn't block your voice. You could imitate hers perfectly."

"But how do you now about the nickname Cami calls me?" Thuggory asked. He placed his hands on the table in front of him. "Not everyone knows that."

"And how do you have the same axe as me?" Astrid asked, placing the both of them next to each other. Indeed, they were on in the same. "I saw you fire it up when you saved our hide earlier tonight."

"Technically it's morning," Rune said as he yawned. "And you can't really blame me. I was trying to keep a low profile, but that went out the window when the pirates captured my cousin and her dragon."

"They done caught me, too," Camicazi spatted. "Damn captured me while on the way here. They had me on board on of their ships, but Freya helped me escape much sooner than I could've on my own. I offered to help her, too, but she said that she'd rather wait for er friend before they took her and the dragon to the other side."

"Where's Killer, anyway?" Thuggory asked.

"Home. I decided to come by boat. Big mistake."

"So then Freya's assistance changed history," Rune said with a sigh of relief. "Camicazi's hit saved the chief and the future. Thank the gods..."

"But why?" Thuggory asked. "Why would my dad's death lead to such a horrible future?"

Rune was silent for a moment. "I'm sorry, but... I can't answer that." He stood up from his seat and made to the door, grabbing his sack and axe.

"What? Why not!"

"I'm not supposed to meddle with the affairs of the Archipelago!" Rune said, almost shouting. "I'm leaving the island first thing in the morning with my cousin. It's best you forget about us and be prepared for a war heading your way soon."

"That doesn't answer my question!" Thuggory shouted.

"Rune, please, if you can just explain why–" Hiccup was caught off by a knife landing inches from his hand on the table.

"No!" Rune shouted. "I can't! I was told to not stick around for long! My friends need my help before they're all dead!"

"Then we can help you!" Astrid said.

"Come on, you think because we're girls you won't let us help?" Camicazi taunted.

"It's not that I don't want your help, it's that I don't need it!" Rune yelled. He looked furious. "Why can't you understand that? You... You're all just...stubborn idiots who don't know when to shut up!"

"Jonah Stoick Haddock!" Hiccup yelled, surprising them all. "You will not talk to me that way!" He crossed his arms angrily and tapped his foot, giving a look that Stoick would give him when he wanted answers.

"Who?" Thuggory said quietly, looking between Hiccup and the stunned Rune. "You actually know this kid?" Astrid made a sign to keep silent.

Rune felt his heartbeat quicken. He shuddered a breath and said, almost a whisper, "Wh-what... What did...you say?"

"Listen to him, Jonah," Astrid said, looking like she meant business.

"Wow, since when did you two become parents?" Camicazi muttered underneath her breath.

Rune looked at her then Hiccup and Astrid. He shook his head in denial. "N-no... No, that's...not possible... You're not... You're not supposed...to know..."

Hiccup smiled. "Did you miss us, Jonah?"

He was crying. He was sure of it. Rune barreled into Hiccup's open arms with a sob, and Hiccup kneels a little to hold him tightly. Astrid wrapped her arms around them both, the three of them ignoring the confused looks they were getting from the Meathead and Bog-Burglar.

"D-Dad... Mom..." Jonah sniffled. "I missed you guys...so m-much..."

* * *

><p>"Unh... What... Where...am I...?"<p>

A pair of eyes opened after much difficulty. The teenager gripped the tree he was resting against, trying to pull himself up. Eventually, he collapsed from sheer exhaustion.

"Why...am I...here? Wait... Who... Who am I? Oh, gods... I don't...remember..."

He finally managed to pull himself up. He looked down at his clothing. He had on a brown tunic with shaggy white pants reaching to his booted feet. He pulled the strands of neck-length hair over his eyes to see a golden brown color.

"Wait... Of course! Dad! I remember Dad! I need to get home... But... Where's home?"

A roar on the distance met his ears.

"Wait... Is that... Sleek! Sleek, where are you! I'm over here, bud!"

* * *

><p><strong>I thought I was going to have to decide this chapter into two separate parts, but apparently, I don't! Yes! This story is a lot more violent, and it will not continue to be! Because of this, I'm going to change the story's rating to M. Not for adult content or for language, but for violence. It's not detailed, yes, but there will be deaths in it. There's also gonna be some angst, but that's not for a few more chapters. There's a reason I put "Drama" for the second genre option. This is also a pretty long chapter, more than 5000 words!<strong>
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	4. The Rider's Reunion

"You're pulling our legs."

Hiccup shook his head. "No. I promise you we're serious."

"You're telling us," Mogadon said, leaning forward on the table, "that the boy currently inhabiting our guest room is your son?"

"From the future, yes," Astrid said. "We told you how we first met him five years ago when Hiccup saved Berk. We met Loki then and he warned us that a man named Drago Bludvist, the same person who tried to kill Jonah, is to start a war."

"That's insane!" Thuggory said. "Do you have any idea how preposterous that sounds!"

"I know it sounds farfetched, but it's the truth." The door to the study opened and a head popped in. "I wake up and I suddenly find myself in an uncomfortable situation already."

"How are you feeling, Jonah?" Hiccup asked, placing a hand to his forehead. "You seem fine, and no injuries..." His fingers dabbed into something. "But it looks like you received some kind of cut."

"I'm fine," Jonah huffed, moving Hiccup's hand away. "But there's one thing I heard that I didn't understand. What do you mean, you first met me five years ago? Five years ago is when Ragnarok began."

"Ragnarok?" Astrid and Hiccup repeated.

* * *

><p><em>It was scary back in my time. Everywhere you went, there was a monster or deity waiting to smite you. You guys first went into battle the day before my tenth birthday. You were gone the whole day, but everyone would tell me that you guys would come back. And I believed them.<em>

_But only Mom and Stormfly came back. I didn't know why then, but the adults' top priority was to get me to safety because I had the gods' blood. We escaped from Berk with my friends, and even the kingdoms of the mainland, Corona, Dunbroch, and Arendelle, helped because we had close diplomatic ties with them._

_Five years passed by and the only Vikings left from Berk were me and the younger kids. No one was left, no one had survived. It was almost like a stampede of dark forces coming in all at once. Our dragons remained with us, loyal to the end. That's when I found out what the monsters really wanted: me. They wanted my blood on their bodies to make them stronger, so that they can have the blood of the gods. And everyone died to protect me, to protect all of us. And my dad was the first person to do so._

_We met Odin. We met the god himself. He and Loki activated a portal so that we can come to the past and fix what was wrong. The first thing that set off the chain of events was my Uncle Thuggory's father's death, Chief Mogadon. I had heard stories of his bravery and how he died in an assassination during a pirate raid. That pirate raid was sent by Drago Bludvist, the man who wanted Ragnarok to happen. In this time, he wants the dragons and feared that strong Chiefs would put a stop to his plans, so he wanted them gone. Mogadon was first on the list._

_Then came Big-Boobied Bertha from the Bog-Burglars, and one by one, the Chiefs of the Archipelago were slain. The last one was my grandfather, Stoick. These deaths were the chain that started Ragnarok. When Odin Himself gave us the chance to fix history and alter the past, I knew that I would have to do everything in my power to do so. I was the oldest in our group, so I had to be the leader. We all traveled through the time portal at the same time, but it spat us out at different places. Freya and I were together, with our dragons, but the rest of us were separated._

* * *

><p>Jonah finished his tale with a defeated face. "No one told me not to meddle, I told myself," he admitted. "I didn't want to get too close to you because I knew that we would be sent back to our time once it was fixed, and that you would wonder who I was. But still..." He looked up at his parents thoughtfully. "I still don't understand how you two knew I was your son. I mean, you're not even married yet, or engaged!"<p>

"You really don't remember?" Hiccup asked. "Wait a minute, you said that Ragnarok began the day _before_ your birthday, right? You didn't mention that the last time we saw you."

Jonah rubbed his hand on the back of his neck. "It's strange, though. Here I am, seeing you guys for the first time so young, and you're saying you've seen me before?"

Thuggory looked between them. "Wait, you guys _are_ serious?" he asked. "Rune– er, Jonah really is your son from the future?"

Jonah snickered. "If Nova were here, he'd say you were too slow." He slapped a hand over his mouth as soon as he said this.

Hiccup couldn't help but do the same thing, but to cover his snicker. "Just like five years ago," he said.

Jonah sighed. "I didn't want to mess with the past anymore than I should. I...I took charge to protect everyone else. When I was younger, I was full of life, everyone said. But now I'm more serious than Grandpa Stoick during a meeting, or at least that's what everyone also says."

"That explains why you were angry last night," Astrid said. Her eyes widened as she realized something. "Gods, Hiccup. Remember what Loki said? Before Jonah came five years ago, Odin sent an older version of him to this time."

"So then..._this_ Jonah isn't the same one as five years ago?" Hiccup wondered, placing a hand on his shoulder. The ammo in it still caused a bit of pain. "Then there are two separate timelines, then. The one we're currently on that led Jonah to Ragnarok and to here, and the one where Ragnarok is diverted."

"So then...you _don't_ know me," Jonah said a little sadly. He lowered his head, avoiding their gazes.

Hiccup thought for a moment and said, "Your name is Jonah Stoick Haddock. You're fifteen years old. You lost your parents at a young age and were forced to grow up quickly to become the adult needed to care for your friends and family."

Jonah frowned. "What is _that_ supposed to mean? I already told you all that."

"Did you tell me that you inherited your mother's allergy to rose hips berries?" Hiccup asked, nodding with his head to Astrid's direction. "Or that you're also allergic to blue oleander, just like the dragons? Or that the reason you wear skirts is because of a funny moment that happened during your childhood? Or that you have two siblings, one name Ingrid? Or that your cousin, Freya, just so happens to be Snotlout's daughter? Or that you have a dragon named Sleek, Toothless's kid? Or that you received a book of monsters from Queen Merida of Dunbroch a few days before your tenth birthday?"

Jonah looked at the older man in astonishment. "How do you know all that?"

"Because the Jonah that we came to know and love, the Jonah that you still are, told and showed us all that," Hiccup said. He placed a hand on Jonah's, feeling the tough and calloused hands. "You're not alone in this, Jonah. We were warned about Drago Bludvist's attack years ago. We'll be ready for him, and when we do, we're going to handle it together. As a family."

A family. That was all Jonah ever wanted for years. The only family he had left were his friends, but he didn't know where almost any of them were at the moment. But here in this room were his mother and father alive and well again, ready to defend this child they just met, with their lives. Then again, they would defend anyone, but Jonah was their son. His parents were right here in front of him and they wanted his help. They didn't need it, but they wanted it. More importantly, they wanted _him_.

"Nova is my friend," Jonah said, looking up. "He's heir to the Meathead tribe."

"Meathead tribe?" Thuggory and Mogadon said at the same time.

"But wouldn't that mean that–"

"He's your son," Jonah said with a shrug. "His full name is Casanova. His sister is Bertha."

"Bertha? Isn't that Cami's mom's name?" Thuggory said thoughtfully. Then his eyes widened at a realization. "No way..."

"Like I said, if Nova were here, he'd say you were slow," Jonah said with a chuckle.

Hiccup laughed, too. "Who else are you friends? Who else came with you?"

"There's thirteen of us, Freya and myself included," Jonah. He began to count off his fingers as he named them all to them. "The adults protected us all because they wanted us to carry on the Viking way of life, and soon, it was only us. We all came through the portal at the same time, Odin dying in the process. He sacrificed himself. I saw him and Thor die in front of me. That's not something that goes away easily."

Hiccup nodded. "Hm... Wonder where they ended up... Oh, before I forget..." Hiccup took the necklace off and handed it to Jonah. "Do you recognize this?"

Jonah took the necklace and examined it. "No, not really. I know that it's a Smokesbreath tooth, though. Where'd you get it?"

"I made it for the Jonah that came five years ago," Astrid explained. "When he was sent back to his own time, everything he gained in this one stayed behind, including the necklace. But we found something else, too."

"And that is?" Thuggory asked, starting to get into the conversation.

Hiccup opened one of the pockets on his sleeves and pulled out something. "Do you recognize this, instead?"

Jonah gasped and took the object. "That's...Mom's wedding ring! From my time! I recognize it, it has this little scratch that I made when my mom gave it to me!"

"This ring is from your time, then?" Mogadon asked. "Strange. Where did you acquire this ring?"

"Jonah and I found it five years ago," Astrid said. "It washed up by a beach on Berk. Jonah then become frightened that something to his mother."

"That doesn't make any sense, though," Jonah said. "I gave it to Ingrid before we got here, why would it show up five years ago?"

"That night was also the first attempt Drago did at trying to kill you," Hiccup said bitterly. But then something else came to him: Jonah from five years ago never mentioned anything of Ragnarok. If he did, then that one and the one standing in front of were one and the same. But they weren't. Which meant that the Jonah then was innocent of the burdens of Ragnarok, meaning that he wasn't the target Drago was after... What did this mean?

Astrid frowned when Hiccup groaned and placed a hand to his forehead. "You alright, Hiccup?" she asked worryingly, afraid that his wound might've reopened.

"Just getting a headache from all this time travel business," Hiccup said. "It's worse then it was five years ago."

"Sorry, Dad," Jonah said with a shrug.

Hiccup looked up, surprised. "You called me Dad," he said with a smile.

Jonah cringed a little. "I-I'm sorry. Should I call you something else?"

He shook his head, chuckling. "No, it's fine. It's just s bit foreign to my ears after all this time. I'm proud of what you've become, but I wish you didn't have to carry such a burden on your shoulders. You deserve more from us than an axe and a world of troubles. I'm sorry."

Jonah shook his head furiously. "N-no! You can't blame yourself! It's not your fault Drago is power-insane! Heck, as far as I know, he only knows of one dragon rider. Most, if not all, of them are in Berk. The only people who really have dragons to ride instead of pets are the heirs to the tribes."

"I'm also going to guess that you know who this dragon rider is and you're not going to tell us," Hiccup deadpanned.

"Maybe..."

* * *

><p><em>One week later<em>

Jonah wasn't sure what time it was, but he knew this: it was morning. How did he know? For one, he felt his neck crack as he turned his head. For another, the sun showed through the window at his face, making hold pull the blankets up over his head. For a third, he felt that he was sleeping on a real bed for the first time in a long time.

"Gah! Sleek! Stop that! Sleek, stop!"

Also because a certain Night Fury decided to lick his face awake. The result was Jonah's hair sticking up at an odd angle.

* * *

><p>"SLEEK!"<p>

Hiccup looked up as Jonah's scream echoed through the house again. He sighed as Toothless growled curiously.

"Seems that the devil's junior woke him up again," Stoick said. Next to him, Sunspot gave a yawn as he curled up in Hiccup's helmet.

"Seems like it," Hiccup said. "That's the third time this week."

"DAD!"

"And here he comes," Hiccup said. "First comes the tackle..."

"SLEEK! GET OFF ME!"

"Then another lick..." Stoick added.

"HAIR! HAIR! HAIR!"

"Then they come tumbling down the..."

"DAD, HELP ME!"

Jonah came coming down the stairs, his hair sticking up at odd angles, his skirt hanging by his legs and him struggling to pull his coat on. "Dad! Sleek's after me again!"

Sleek came bounding down the stairs, lapping his tongue happily. After jumping around Toothless, Sleek pinned Jonah to the ground. "Sleek! That doesn't come off, you know that!" Hiccup snorted as Jonah stood up again, sighing. "He's glad we're back home and all, but I think it's a bit too much."

"I can imagine," Stoick said. "But what I can't imagine is the Hel you've been through, Jonah. I'm sorry you had to live through all that."

"It's fine, Grandpa," Jonah said. "I'm just hoping we can find the rest of my friends by the time the month ends, or at least some of them."

"Snotlout still doesn't know about Freya," Hiccup pointed out.

**_"I suggested he introduce her to Hookfang's rider, but he thinks it's 'too risky' to the timeline,"_** Sleek said. He placed his head on the table.

**_"What if Uncle Snotlout decides he doesn't want to marry after finding out he has a daughter?" _**Jonah said, turning to face the dragon. He counted off his fingers as he did so. _**"She and Brute might never be born, she could disappear, or Aunt Heather would never be interested in him!"**_ He cringed as he slept turned around to face his father and Grandfather. "It's not...what it looks like...?"

**_"Busted!"_** Sunspot's squeaky voice said.

**_"Shut up."_**

"Ooh, you can talk to dragons now? What else is new?" Jonah sighed as a familiar figure walked into the room.

"It's nothing, Uncle Jack," Jonah said.

"Nothing?" Jack repeating, twirling his staff in his hands. "Please. I may have just met you, but even I know that's not 'nothing'."

"Don't you have a blizzard to start or something?" Jonah said with a bit of irritation.

"Jonah, don't be rude," Hiccup scolded.

Jack dismissed it with a wave of his hand, his snow-white hair toddling as he did. "Nah, it's fine. I was just messing around." He grabbed his brown frosted cape from a nail on the wall and tied it around his neck. "Well, love to stay and chat, but the north is

expecting some snow today, and I better get to the mainland, too."

"Say hi to Merida for us when you pass Dunbroch," Hiccup said.

"And tell her to watch out for Arthur and the witch **[1]**," Jonah said. Six pairs of eyes looked at him curiously before he sighed. "It's a _long_ story."

* * *

><p>Freya walked up nervously to the house. "I'm not sure I can do this," she said as she rubbed her hands. She pulled the coat on over herself. "What if he ends up not liking me? What if he doesn't want me? Me and Brute will never be born!"<p>

"You don't have to worry, Freya," Jonah said, placing a hand on her shoulder.

**_"I've already met with my sire," _**Jonah heard Hazard, Freya's Nightmare, say.**_"He appreciates me, does he not? And he hasn't even met my maternal parentage yet!"_**

"See?" Jonah said. "Just listen to Hazard." Freya gave her a blank look. "Oh. Right. Just go already!" He gestured for him to go.

As she slowly made her way up the stairs of Snotlout's house, Sleek said, **_"Two roasted heron that she'll make a dash back to your sire's bedding."_**

Jonah crossed his arms in thought for a moment before offering his hand. **_"Make it three and we have a deal."_**

Sleek looked between Jonah and Freya's back before offering his paw with a smug look on his snout. _**"Deal."**_

Freya knocked on the door nervously. The door opened to reveal what she recognized as her Grandfather Spitelout. "Yes?"

"Um... Yeah, see I was...hoping to talk to...S-Snotlout." She was not too used to referring to her father in such a manner.

Spitelout raised an eyebrow before sighing. "Son!" he called. "Your nephew's friend is here to see you!"

"On my way!" Spitelout left and Snotlout replaced him. He looked down at her and said. "You're Jonah's friend, right? I gotta say, it's great to see that kid again."

"Y-yeah, heh," Freya said nervously. "Um, but there's something you should know. Jonah and I aren't just friends, we're actually...family."

"Family?" Snotlout repeated. "You're his sister? I thought his sisters were named Ingrid and Jayri..."

Freya shook her head. "No. See, he's my... We're actually cousins..."

"Cousins?" he repeated.

"Yeah. Like how you and Hiccup are cousins."

"Our dads are brothers..." Snotlout said with a nod. "And if you two are cousins..." He smiled. "Couldn't you have told me earlier that you were my kid, kid?"

Freya's eyes widened. "You know? D-did Hic– um, Uncle Hiccup tell you?"

Snotlout shook his head. "Sort of. He told me back when Jonah showed up the first time that I had a daughter named Freya." He gave a nervous smile. "Um... Does your mother happen to be Ruffnut?"

"Not sure if I should tell you..." Freya said. "If I tell you, you'll try too hard. If not, then you'll just push every girl away. Just keep acting like how your are now. At least, I think that's some good advice... Is it?"

Snotlout laughed as he placed a hand on her shoulder. "Let's say we put a pin on it. How about we do some father/daughter time together, huh? I'll show you how to be a better Jorgenson. Freya, Freya! Oi! Oi! Oi!"

Freya couldn't help but snicker. "You haven't changed a bit, sir."

"Sir? Hm... I like it, but... You can call me Dad if you want." Snotlout crossed his arms and gave a smile. "Wonder how my dad will react to this..."

Freya have a mischievous grin. "Let's find out, don't we?"

"I like your style, kid. You get that from me, no doubt! Hey, Pops! Guess what?"

Sleek and Jonah watched as Freya walked inside the house with Snotlout ruffling her hair. Jonah had a boastful grin on his face and Sleek's jaw was hanging open. **_"I win."_**

* * *

><p>"Sigh..." A tap echoed on the roof of a building. The wood clinked softly as a trail of soft snow blanketed the island. The girl reached into her jacket and pulled out a small blue rock. "Mom... Dad... I promise... I'll help Jonah fix things..."<p>

She stood up, holding her hands up to feel the wind. "Yeah... Me, too..." She giggled as she looked over the edge of the roof. Below her, the children of the village played in the snow. The children gave a laugh when two girls dumped snow down a boy's back, making him squeal from shock.

The wind blew again, and the girl looked up. She pulled the snow-white hair out of her face and smiled. "Let's go, then."

She took a few steps back, leaving bare footprints, showing precisely how her toes were aligned. She ran to edge of the roof and jumped. "Alright, Wind! Let's go find our friends!"

* * *

><p><strong>[1] A reference to Season 5 of <strong>**Once Upon A Time**

**I know some of you were confused about the last chapter, and that's a good thing! I wanted you people to be confused. The time travel information I used in this chapter may have confused you, but it confused me, too. At least, I think it did. I hope it didn't, though.**

**By now, some of you may know that the children in my Halloween story, The Pearl's Eye, will appear in this story. That includes Brute, Freya, Coff, Sneeze, Tuffnut Jr., Ericka, Rube, Ingrid, and Jayri. Casanova and Bertha, two characters that did not appear in that story, will appear in this one. The next chapter, I think, is when the plot of the movie begins. Huzzah!**
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	5. The Son's Pain

**-WARNING!-**

**This chapter will contain some angst, including mentions of self-harm. The victim will be comforted, so if you wish, prepare for feels and angst.**

* * *

><p>How long at it been since Jonah and Sleek returned to Berk? About a month, about the appointed time that Loki warned Hiccup and Astrid about Drago. But no one else, save for Jack, knew about Drago. They kept it a secret so that no one can act too early and harshly to mess up the timeline. The thing that they also kept secret was the ring. Until they were sure of where, and probably when, the ring came from, they decided to keep it a secret between them.<p>

During the course of this month, Jonah, Freya, and their dragons reconnected with their families. Snotlout was more than happy to accept Freya into his family, even going as far to compliment Ruffnut on how well she mixed with him for their daughter. The result was the other riders digging him out after being buried alive for a few hours. Well, attempted to bury him alive.

Vee became accustomed to Berk. She was viewed to suspicion, which she did not blame anyone for. She had her own house on Berk, and from time to time, exited to explore the village and meet the people. She never earned her own dragon, but much appreciated the thought of living amongst them.

Things seemed to be going well in Berk, until...

* * *

><p>"Jonah?" Astrid knocked on her son's door. "You in there, kid?"<p>

"U-um, yeah, just a s-second!" She heard the sound of wood grinding against the floor and ruffling sounds of a coat. "Coming!"

The Haddocks had a third room installed to make the living conditions easier years earlier. It was right next to Hiccup's, across from Stoick's, and Jonah and Sleek occupied it.

But recently, Jonah seemed to rid off more and more from everyone. He would spend more time in his room and wouldn't come out for hours at a time. It worried Astrid and Hiccup, but Stoick would just say that it was a phase teenagers would go through. Hiccup went through it, but it was more for punishment than it was to seclude himself.

The door opened and Jonah stood there. "Yeah, Mom?"

"Your father's calling you," she said, nodding her head downstairs. "Something about tomorrow's dragon race."

Jonah yawned as he closed the door. "I keep telling him that I don't want to race, but he's persistent."

"Welcome to the family," Astrid joked. Jonah scoffed, but smiled nonetheless. But as he left, she saw a look of misery on his face. It was so recognizable because she's seen it on Hiccup's face before, so many years ago. It was like seeing it on him again, except that Jonah was taller, stronger, braver. But he still looked lost and dead to the world.

He left without another word, Sleek trudging after him. Once he was gone, Astrid entered Jonah's room. While Hiccup talked to Jonah about the positions of the sheep for the next dragon race, Astrid was to sneak into his room and find something to clue them onto why Jonah was so distant. Freya wasn't like this, she loved spending time with her father. Hazard and Sleek loved to spend time with Hookfang and Toothless.

Astrid looked around the room. It was a simple room, a bed and desk occupying the space. The room was already dotted with papers of maps of the Archipelago. They had yet to find Jonah and Freya's companions.

The first thing that caught Astrid's attention was that there was a blank space on the wall, above Jonah's bed. It was a square blank on the wall. No paper was covering it. Astrid got onto the bed and felt around the square. She felt a line; the square was some kind of hidden panel. She lifted the panel and set it down, finding it similar to the old clubhouse in the forest that she and Hiccup had been renovating. Inside the panel was something covered in a cloth. She unwrapped it and her eyes widened in shock.

* * *

><p>"You okay, Jonah?" Hiccup asked when he notice that his son looked distracted.<p>

"You look a little pale," Jack agreed. "And believe me, I know pale."

**"Jonah..." **Jonah turned his head to look at Sleek.** "Tell them. Please, I'm worried about you."**

He shook his head before turning back to the table. "I'm fine. Just a little tired, I guess."

"You're spending a lot of time in your room, though," Jack said. "The fun's outside, Jonah! Come on! Why don't we go build a snowman, or something?"

Jonah couldn't help but crack a smile. "I built snowmen all the time when I was younger."

"You can go as soon as we're done with this," Hiccup said. "We still need to decide how we're going to sneak Fungus out of Mildew's house. He's not going to let him loose after the last time we used him as target practice for the dragons..." Hiccup said thoughtfully, tapping the charcoal stick on the paper in front of him.

Jack groaned. He leaned back on his seat and placed his bare feet on the table. "Oh, my moon, can't you hurry up? We've been at this for _hours_."

"It's only been ten minutes."

"Ugh, even worse."

Jonah snickered. "I get what Queen Elsa was talking about now," he said before slapping a hand over his mouth again.

"You're worse at letting things out than I am!" Hiccup joked.

Jack set his feet down and tapped the curve of his staff on the table, covering it with frost.

"Hey, not in the house! Not after last time!"

* * *

><p>Thuggory read over the notes that Jonah left for him. "So there's Brute, their cousin..." He jotted down a few notes as he spoke. "Coff and Sneeze are twins... Tuffnut Jr. Is mute... Agh!" He slammed his head on the desk.<p>

At that moment, Mogadon entered the room, laughing to himself as he stepped over Cameo's snoring head and set a plate and mug next to Thuggory's. "Having trouble, son?"

"It's hopeless," Thuggory's muffled voice said. "I'm never gonna find those kids even if I do manage to remember the information about them. They can be anywhere from the Northern Icebergs to the mainland."

"Eat, lad," Mogadon said. "Brought you mutton and a mug of ale. Gods know you can use it."

"Gods know they know where the kids are," Thuggory muttered as he lifted his head to bring the mug to his lips. He drank the entire thing and slammed it down on the desk, causing Cameo to lift his head in alarm. "That's it. I'm going for a flight. Want to go for a flight, Cameo?"

The dragon looked up for a moment before letting his jaw hang as he yawned. He grumbled before standing up and squeezing through the door.

In no time at all, Thuggory and Cameo were taking off into the skies. This was the thrill of flying, he thought. He understood why and how Hiccup got so into this. This was such and exhilarating activity, it was a miracle no one had ever done this before.

"Let's go, Cameo!" Thuggory shouted as his grip on the dragon tightened. He unlatched himself from his saddle when a pillar came up ahead. "Easy... Higher!" Cameo flapped his wings as he flew up. As soon as the time came, Thuggory jumped off Cameo's back and over the pillar while the dragon went around it. After flailing in the air for a moment, Thuggory landed on the dragon's back. "Yes! Finally!"

After a while, the two landed on a rocky bluff on a nearby island. The two of them sat next to each other, feeling the adrenaline from their stunt wear off.

"That sure was something, huh, friend?" Thuggory said to Cameo. He received a content growl in response.

"Hahah ha! S-stop that! That tickles!"

Thuggory looked up at hearing a voice. "Cameo, you hear that?" He wasn't sure, but it sounded like a little girl's cry. Well, technically, it was a laugh. "Come on, let's go check it out."

Cameo trilled curiously as they trudged into the nearby forest. They didn't have to go far as they suddenly saw someone on the snout of a dragon.

"Okay, okay! Stop that, girl!" The dragon set the girl down. She was young, maybe thirteen years old. She had black hair with a grey tunic fur pants that looked like wolf skin. Her brown boots went up to her knees and a belt lay across her waist. On her back she had various bottles hanging from the belt. "Come on, Killer. We need to find the others."

_Killer?_ Thuggory looked up at the grey-scaled dragon. He realized that, in fact, it looked almost exactly like Camicazi's Killer. There were a few differences like how the scale tone was, but the resemblance was uncanny. "Hey!"

The girl gasped and turned around. She had a dark hue of blue on her eyes.

Thuggory stepped out and help his hands out to show he meant no harm. "Hey, it's fine. I'm not going to hurt you."

The girl looked at him with a stare. "You look familiar," she said after a moment. "Wait... Cameo?" She stepped around Thuggory for a moment. "Oh. Uh...oops."

Thuggory frowned as he looked back between his dragon and the girl. "You know my Cameo?" he asked.

"Uh...sort of?" The girl said, placing her hands behind her back.

The Deadly Nadder the girl had, Killer, walked up to Thuggory. He wasn't threatened, he was used to seeing tame dragons by now. But he was surprised when the dragon began to lick him repeatedly.

"H-hey, stop that!" he said. Cameo was pretty protective, and he pushed away the dragon and growled. The Nadder had the decency to look ashamed before it looked at the girl. "What are the two of you doing here?"

"Um... I'm looking for my family," she said. "I lost my brother and parents a long time ago, but... I think I may know where my dad is."

He nodded. "Okay. I'm Thuggory, by the way, heir to the Meathead tribe."

The girl nodded. "I-I know who you are. I recognized your dragon." Cameo gave a questioning growl at this.

"How do you know Cameo?" Thuggory asked. "And what's your name?" He crossed his arms the way his dad would when he was trying to be firm, yet serious.

"One, the first question is hard to explain," she said. "Two, m-my name's Bertha."

_Bertha._ Thuggory felt his head spin for a moment. No... It couldn't be... Could it? He looked back at the girl and bent over to get a closer look at her. She was quite small for her age, almost a full foot shorter than he was at her age. He saw a sword by her feet, looking eerily similar to his... Yep, it even has the Meathead crest on the hilt. The girl had black hair and blue eyes, and her dragon was a Nadder named Killer...

"Is something wrong?" Bertha asked. "Why are you looking at me like that?"

Thuggory shook his head. "Uh, sorry. It's just..." _Well, now or never_. "Do you know a kid named Jonah?"

Bertha's eyes widened. "Jonah's here? Where is he!" She walked up to him, tilting her head all the way up to see the older man. "Is he okay?"

Thuggory couldn't help but snicker. "Yeah, he's fine. He's with his parents."

Bertha frowned. "Parents?"

He shrugged. "Yeah, long story there. Speaking of parents, I do believe you found your dad, right, _Bertha_?" He said this with a knowing, lopsided grin, ones he saved when he caught someone redhanded.

Bertha seemed to still. "Y-you know?" she said, her voice almost shrill.

Thuggory's smile widened. "I promise we'll find Casanova, too," he said. He sounded so sincere, so sure of himself.

Bertha looked close to tears. At long last, she couldn't stand it anymore. "D-Daddy!" She threw her arms around his waist, sobbing.

Thuggory couldn't help but feel a rush of relief flow through him. He wasn't sure if he believed Jonah at first, but his heart had never beaten so fast, even during a flight. He was an adrenaline junkie, how was it possible that he'd never felt this level of euphoria before? Most likely because the little girl in his arms was his daughter...

* * *

><p>"Jack, can you leave us, please?" Astrid asked calmly as she stood at the table. "And take the dragons with you."<p>

Jack moved his eyes from person to person, feeling confused. "Uh... Okay? Sure. Come on, guys."

"Mom?" Jonah asked nervously once Toothless, Sleek, and Sunspot were gone. "What's going on?"

"I guess it's a good thing my dad's at a meeting tonight," Hiccup said, trying to enlighten the mood. It didn't work. "Okay, then..."

Astrid pulled something from her back and set it on the table. "Jonah, can you explain this to me?" She set something down covered in a blue cloth. It was stained a dark red.

Jonah said nothing. He didn't even make eye contact. He just looked down and avoided their gazes.

"Jonah?" Hiccup asked. He looked at the cloth. What was so bad about it that made his son silent? Was his secret so terrible? He unwrapped the contents of the cloth and put a hand over his mouth to stifle a gasp. "Oh, gods..."

It was a knife. The knife was completely red with blood, and the blood was wet, which meant it was recently used.

"Jonah... Please tell me you didn't..." Hiccup said pleadingly.

Jonah shut his eyes, wrapping his arms around himself. He shivered.

"That day after the raid..." Astrid said thoughtfully. "At the Meatheads. That cut wasn't an accident, was it?"

Jonah did nothing for a while before shaking his head.

"...Take your coat off." This was something else they never noticed until now. Jonah would always wear his coat, he would never take it off.

He did so slowly. Underneath his coat, he wore a long sleeved tunic. He didn't need to be told to raise the sleeves. And what he had underneath frightened his parents. Cuts covered his entire arm, making it look like scratch marks from claws that dragon would make against trees and rocks. Some were red, the recent ones, and others were healed, but there were still traces of blood on them. His forearm was bandaged, and had a splotch of red growing from it.

Astrid couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was like seeing Hiccup fall into the inferno all those years ago after the battle with the Red Death. She felt her eyes sting and covered her mouth as she sobbed. Hiccup was speechless. He walked around the table and had a look of failure on his face. "Jonah, why are you doing this? What's wrong?"

"What's wrong is that everyone I know and love is dead!" Jonah shouted, surprising Astrid and Hiccup. "The reason they're dead is because of me!"

"Jonah, you can't think like that!" Astrid said. "You have no right over who lives or who dies, it wasn't your fault!"

"Do you know remember _how_ you guys die?" Jonah looked up. He looked close to tears. "Ragnarok. Do you remember _why_ Ragnarok happens? Because monsters and gods and who knows that the Hel else wants my blood! If I were never born, then you guys would still be alive, Toothless would still be here, Berk would still be inhabited! It's because of me the world is ending in my time! I'm just a burden to you all, especially now."

"Jonah, don't you _ever_ say that again!" Hiccup shouted, carefully placing his hands on Jonah's shoulders. "You are _not_ a burden, you are the most special thing to happen to me!"

"It's not like you actually care about me!" Jonah yelled again. "I didn't just come here to prevent my future, I came here to make sure that I never see the light of day after birth!"

"Light of day after-?" Astrid shuddered. "You were going to..._kill_ the you that will be born in this time?"

"It's th-the only way..." Jonah sniffed, his nose filled with mucus as tears fell from his cheeks to his chin, dripping to the floor. "Th-the only way that...the future will..."

"But then you'd end up killing yourself!" Hiccup reasoned.

"I don't care!" Jonah screamed. "I don't care anymore! When I cut myself, I feel relief when I see the blood leave my body! It makes me feel like the gods' blood is leaving my body, but... I can...I can still hear them... The dragons..."

Hiccup wrapped his arms around the boy, but Jonah kept his own scarred ones at his side. Astrid came and hugged him from the other side.

"When you came here five years ago, you died," Hiccup said softly as they broke away. "You died in front of me, in my arms. I went insane after that. I went denial crazy, I convinced myself that I was dreaming and you never existed and the future I had with your mother was all a fake. I was so relieved when you came back, more relieved than when the war ended. _That's_ how much you mean to me."

Jonah stayed silent. He still didn't look up.

Hiccup lifted his chin with his fingers. His eyes were red from crying, and they showed pain. How they didn't see it before baffled him. "I'm such a horrible father," Hiccup said sadly. "I can't even tell when my own son is in pain."

Jonah shook the hand away and looked to the floor. "I'm not your son."

Hiccup wasn't about to give up. He cupped Jonah's face with his rough, yet smooth hands and kissed the top of his head. "You are now. And you always will be. I love you, Jonah. _We_ love you. You're our son."

Jonah shuddered again. But it wasn't from the pain or the cold. He let out a quiet sob. Up until now, all his tears came out in silent cries. But the dam broke when Hiccup began to hum a familiar song to his ears, one that Jonah missed too much. All the three years of his cuts and agony swelled and burst. Hiccup's humming was drawn out by Jonah's wails of pain. He shook loose the burden of such a responsibility, crying as loud as a newborn babe. The wails sounded pathetic and pitiable. It continued on for a while, and it finally stopped with Jonah still sniffling, asleep in his parents arms.

For the first time in five years, he felt at home. He was home.

"Even though you're bleeding," Hiccup said, "be glad that you fought in a battle–"

"And came out of it alive," Jonah finished, whispering it. "Yeah. I know."

* * *

><p>Camicazi closed an eye to aim at the target. She blew the strands of hair from the corner of her sight to blow it away, but it just landed back in front of her again. The bow in her hands was almost twice as large as a normal bow, and the arrow was just the same. Procuring this weapon was not easy, but it was worth it. She could tear the hide off a Razorwhip from a hundred feet. Then again, she's never seen a Razorwhip before, only stories about an old friend of Hiccup's that has one.<p>

She pulled the arrow back and fired. _Thwack!_ She hit it dead in the center.

"Wow. That's pretty good." A boy came walking around the corner to the training barracks of the island. "My mom's can handle a bow and arrow like that, too, and some of her friends."

Camicazi looked at him suspiciously. "Who are you? You don't live here."

The boy nodded. He had a dark shade of yellow for hair, and dark eyes. He wore a metal breastplate and a brown tunic stuck out from under it. He had dirt smudged in his face and hands, and a sword was resting on his back. He had thick woolen pants and boots with a dagger strapped to its side. "Yeah, I know. I'm just on this island looking for my mom, but I don't think she's here."

"Lots of women leave the island, they've come and gone," Camicazi said, pulling another large arrow from her back quiver. "How did you get here?"

_Thwack! _

"A dragon," the boy said. He looked like he meant business, but was a bit snobby as well. He looked to be about fourteen. "My dad's dragon. He gave him to me before he died a few years ago."

_Thwack!_

"Sorry to hear that, kid." Camicazi wondered why this boy was still here if his mother weren't. "A dragon, huh? Not many have those, except for maybe the entire village of Berk."

The boy nodded. "Yeah, I know. I have a friend from Berk. I'm looking for him, too. I'm looking for just about everyone. Hey, you haven't seen a black-haired girl with a Deadly Nadder around, have you?"

_Thwack!_

Camicazi shook her head. "Nope. Sorry, kid. Haven't been flying to other islands much since I was kidnapped by pirates a few weeks ago. Mostly just stay here."

The boy sighed. "Figures. I thought you'd be able to escape, though. No one can keep a Bog-Burglar locked up. The only good pirate is a dead pirate."

_Thunk!_

"Whoa. You missed that one by a mile. How come?"

Indeed, the arrow skid past the next target and hit the wall sector close to the ceiling. Camicazi turned around. "You know, I say things like that all the time."

The boy's eyes widened. "Really? Hm..." He tapped his chin with a filthy finger and tapped his foot. "What did you say your name was again?"

"I'm Camicazi, heir to the Bog-Burglar tribe," she said with a hint of boast in her voice.

The boy gulped. "You're...Camicazi?" She nodded. "Uh..."

"What's your name, kid?" Camicazi asked.

"Oh! I'm...Nova. It's short for Casanova." He put his hands behind his back. "Do you know Thuggory?"

* * *

><p><strong>This one, I think, is my favorite chapter so far. I might be able to make more angst andor fluff scenes with the family. I mean, this is big stuff, having your children travel back in time to meet you. And I love it, I love this concept. Now, we have four of the thirteen children reunited with their parents, but only one of them doesn't know he's their son, Camicazi.**

**A lot of you are also confused by an earlier chapter when Rune was reunited with his parents and the scene transition ended with Jonah waking up with no memory except for Sleek. That was intentional. That part will be cleared up, just later on in the story.**

**Also, yes, I'm able to update here in Mexico! Sorry it took so long, but believe it or not, I actually have homework to do. Ugh. Heard of "The Perks of Being a Wallflower"? Well, these are the perks of being a high school senior.**

**BUT! The story up to this point is only the beginning! The real adventure will be during the next chapter, where we not only begin with the plot of the movie, but we meet new children who reunite with their parents! Huzzah!**

**-Litwick723**


	6. The Spirit's Daughter

Every time he would fly, he felt more and more free. Hiccup could probably fly across the entire world is he wanted to, but he knew he couldn't for multiple reasons. One, he wasn't sure how big the world was. Jack told him that there were people who believed that the earth was round, and others believed that it just went on forever. Either way, the world was big, and it was much too big for Hiccup to ravel in its beauty.

And second...well, it may just have to do with the fact that Hiccup left the house early instead of participating in the day's dragon race. Streaking across the skies, Sleek,Toothless, and their individual riders had a race of their own.

"I don't think I've seen you guys go so fast before!" Jack said as he lay on his back, in between the two of them.

"That's because you're too slow to catch up to us!" Jonah taunted, veering left to get closer to the spirit.

Jack leered at him with a playful glare. "Oh, you want to challenge me, Haddock Junior? Because I will bring you down faster than the skies will fall!"

"Don't do it, Jack!" Hiccup warned as he flew under the bickering pair, his voice muffled by his helmet. "He's baiting you! He's got something up his sleeve, don't fall for it!"

"Why, Father!" Jonah said with false hurt, placing a hand over his chest. "I would never do something like that!"

**_"It's not like we're planned for tricks to use against the spirit!"_** Sleek agreed, even though only Toothless and Jonah understood him.

Jack smirked. "First one to find a new island up north wins!" And with that, with the help of the wind and his staff, he darted forward.

"Oh, no, you don't, Frostbite! Get over here!"

**_"Show him how a dragon does it!" _**Toothless shouted up at them.

Hiccup chuckled as the two of them flew around the skies together. Looking down, he saw that they were a fair distance high. "What do you say, bud?" he asked Toothless. "Wanna give this another shot?"

Toothless grumbled. **_"Hiccup, you are going to be the death of us one day."_**

Even though he couldn't understand him, he knew that Toothless was being reluctant. "Toothless! It'll be fine." He pushed forward his prosthetic leg, the same one he lost many years ago. This was something else entirely that baffled Jonah. I'm his time, Jonah's father lost his left leg. It was strange seeing his father with a right prosthetic instead of left, and the same thing with Toothless and his right prosthetic tailfin.

Using the prosthetic, he triggered the saddle to have Toothless' artificial tail pop open to its full extent. With a pull of a lever, he locked the pedals in the flared tail position. Then unhooked himself from the saddle. Ruffling his shoulders, he said, "Ready?"

**_"If I must be,"_** Toothless said unenthusiastically. He felt Hiccup sit up straight, then slowly slide off the saddle.

"WOOOO!" Hiccup gave a loud whoop as he plummeted to the sea below. Toothless dove after him, the two spiraling. "Yeah!" Toothless let his tongue flap out as they continued to fall.

As the ocean floor came into view, Hiccup slipped his forearms through a pair of tucked leather flaps at his legs. He yanked at them, unfurling sheets of leather as he extended his arms. They caught the wind together, snapping open like wings. In no time at all, they were gliding through the air together, albeit unstable at first, until they flew straight. After soaring for a few seconds, Hiccup quickly pressed a button near his chest, creating another set of flight wings to jump out on the back of his flight suit to act as a dorsal wing.

"Whoo! Yeah!" Toothless created fireballs to explode under Hiccup as they flew so they can keep on he same level. "This is amazing!" Hiccup shouted as they past a layer of clouds. Unfortunately, as they past the cloud, a rock pillar came to view. "No longer amazing! Toothless!"

**_"What did I tell you?!"_** Toothless shouted as he tried to flap his wings, but the locked tail made it difficult to maneuver. At the last second, he blasted at the pillar, wrapping his wings around Hiccup as the two of them crashed through the rock.

They landed roughly on a small plateau, skidding across the ground until Hiccup came popping out of the cocoon, still wearing off the adrenaline. "Whoo! That really came out of nowhere." As he spoke, he switched his riding prosthetic for his walking foot and stowed away his wings.

At a cracking noise, they both glanced back to see the blown up sea stack collapsing. Toothless turned towards Hiccup, grumbling incredulously. **_"You are an idiot. I see Jonah did not inherit that from you."_**

"Watch out!" At that moment, a black blur came speeding down, the same way Toothless did. Jonah came out of it, his ponytail undone and giving him a more feminine appearance. "Hah! Take that, Jack! I win!"

**_"Never mind."_**

"We gotta work on your solo gliding there, bud. That locked-up tail makes for some pretty sloppy rescue maneuvers, eh?" Hiccup said. "Where's Jack?" He took his helmet off, looking around. He stepped forward to look around the island, seeing how unfamiliar the land was. "Looks like we found another one, bud."

"Cheater!" Jack said, tumbling down. His cape covered over his head and he thrust it back over his shoulder. "No fair! You can't just plummet like that!"

"Doesn't matter!" Jonah said. "I win!"

**"Actually, I think your sire wins," **Sleek said. **"He and mine reached the island before any of us."**

"But they weren't even part of the race!" Jonah flinched as Toothless bobbed a pebble at both Haddocks.

"Oh, what? Do you want an apology?" Hiccup traded. "Is that why you're pouting, big baby boo?"

**"I want you to almost stop dying," **Toothless said. **"Humans."**

Hiccup could tell tell Toothless was being sassy, so he threw his helmet down and said, "Well, try this on!" He tackled Toothless and tries to put him in a headlock. The tackle did nothing to Toothless, who continues to sit resolutely with a half-bored expression.

**_"Wonder if I can gather herring from here..."_** Toothless said thoughtfully.

As the two of them continued on with their little wrestling match, Jonah couldn't help but laugh. He laughed so hard that he fell on his back. "Oh, gods..." he said while panting. "I don't think I've laughed so hard in such a long time."

"It's good to see you laughing," Jack said, ruffling his hair as Jonah tried to put it back into its ponytail. "Astrid and Hiccup have told me stories about how much you had fun when you were younger, and seeing you now, well, I guess it's good to see you smile. You're so serious, it can't be a good thing for someone your age."

Jonah shrugged as he scratched Sleek's head, who began to purr softly. "Yeah, I get what you mean, Uncle Jack. I was the adult, and I guess I took it really seriously. I haven't felt this carefree, even though Jamie tried to help."

"Jamie?" Jack repeated. "Who's that?"

Jonah pursed his lips. "Well... She's..." He snapped his head up as the wind began to pick up. "Why's the wind so strong?"

Jack stood up, turning around. "I...I don't know, but... Something about this feels familiar..."

Jonah's eyes widened. "It's her! Come on!" Jonah made his way down the plateau, sliding over rocks. Sleek followed, leaving Jack with Hiccup.

"Where's Jonah going?" Hiccup asked as he tried to clean Toothless' saliva off him.

"I think he found one of his friends," Jack said. "I'll go with him, we'll be right back." He guided the wind to Jonah's direction and bounded after him.

Hiccup was left alone with Toothless, shifting his attention back to the new land stretched out before them. He reached beneath his chest plate to produce a leather-bound book. He unfurled it to reveal an map, modified with added strips in every direction to accommodate their ever-expanding world. Drawings indicate new lands, new tribes, and many new dragons. He peeled a fresh strip of paper from a hidden fold in his flight suit and held it out for Toothless to lick.

Hiccup affixed the moistened strip to the map's outer edge, effectively sticking the piece to the map. He whittled a pencil with a dagger before placing it back into a compartment on his left forearm. As he looked at the compass on his right forearm, he said, "So what should we name it?"

Toothless gurgled as he licked under his arm.

"'Itchy Armpit' it is."

**_"What?"_**

As he began to sketch the island on the map, he said, "Whaddya reckon, bud? Think we might find a few Timberjacks in those woods? The odd Whispering Death or two in the rocks? Who knows... Maybe we'll finally track down another Night Fury." He thought back to Sleek. He and Jonah were obviously the same age, so that meant that the Night Fury that was Sleek's mother would soon reveal herself.

But where could she be now? Was she safe? In danger? As he pondered about this, he heard the familiar wings of a Deadly Nadder.

* * *

><p>Jack swung from under a tree as they came across a lake. "The wind's died," he said.<p>

Jonah looked around. "Is it just me, or is it getting colder?"

"Meh. The cold never really bothered me."

Jonah gave a hidden smile at this, then he looked down at the lake. "Jack... Look..."

Jack kneeled down and frowned as the lake began to cover in ice. "What? This isn't me..." He touched it softly and a new layer of ice grew. It showed a pattern of snowflakes and strange crests that he had never seen before. Then he heard it: a voice.

_"...here I am... And here I'll stay... My power flurries through the air and to the ground..."_

Jonah grabbed Jack's tunic and guided him around a tree. "Look! It's Jamie!"

A girl around eleven years old was skating on the ice. She had her hands behind her back, twirling an all-too familiar staff in her hands. The girl wore a blue tunic with white fur cuffs at her elbows. She had on a brown skirt that reached to halfway down her legs, and leggings covered underneath. She had short white hair, almost yellow in the sunlight. But the most striking feature was that she was barefoot and that her skin was pale.

"Why...?" Jack wondered. He didn't know how to finish the sentence. "How...?"

Jonah smirked. He burst out of the bushes. "Jamie! Hey, Jamie!"

The girl stopped singing, turning around. She had bright blue eyes, and they widened with joy as Jonah and Sleek came out at her. "Jonah! Thank moon you found me!" She skated forward as Jonah slipped on the ice, tackling him to the now snow-covered ground.

"Ow! Jamie, my leg! Cold! Cold!"

Jamie giggled childishly before standing up. "Sorry. It's just been too long since someone's talked to me! This is the disadvantage of being half-spirit, I guess."

Sleek nudged her hand, silently asking for a scratch.

"Oh, and look who else is here! You're such a good boy, Sleek! Yes, you are!"

Jack came out from the trees, looking at Jamie. When she saw him, she lost her smile immediately, looking down and hiding the staff behind her back. She was much shorter than he was, making it futile.

"J-Jonah?" Jamie asked, looking at her.

"It's all right, Jamie," Jonah said, taking her hand. "I found my parents again. They know. And Freya reunited with Snotlout."

Jamie's eyes widened. "Y-you did? Really? And...and Freya, too?"

Jack eyed between them back and forth. He had a sneaking suspicion of what they were talking about, but...it wasn't possible, was it? No...it _had_ to be some kind of mistake... It just wasn't possible...

Jamie turned to him again. She sniffled and a tear dropped from her face. The wind picked up again, and a layer of snow began to fall. She wrapped her arms around Jack's waist, sobbing. "D-Daddy! Daddy, I m-missed you so...much!"

Jack was left stunned. It was still unbelievable, too unbelievable. But it all made sense. Jamie had the same staff as he did, and her appearance was all to similar to his own, but for a more feminine look, and definitely younger.

Slowly and unsurely, he raised his arms to embrace the young woman embracing him. Jonah patted Sleek's head as the snow fell, the scene looking more like two siblings reuniting rather than father and daughter.

* * *

><p>Astrid couldn't begin to understand what Hiccup was going through. Being chief was such an honor, and even though he was already a father, being chief seemed to scare him even more. Hiccup was a carefree spirit, and having to stick to a strong responsibility would make him feel deterred.<p>

"What you're looking for isn't out there, Hiccup," Astrid said, placing a hand over Hiccup's chest. "It's in here. Maybe you just don't see it yet." She kissed his cheek, then cringed as some of Toothless' leftover saliva stuck to her.

"Maybe," Hiccup said. He was about to say more, than paused. "How are you... How are you feeling?"

Astrid sighed, placing a hand on her stomach. "Better. But it's not going to end anytime soon, I promise."

Hiccup sighed, then broke into a smile. _We do have a future to look forward to, after all._

"Hiccup! Hickey! Hic! Hiccup Hic Hiccup Hic Hiccup Hic Hiccup!"

Hiccup frowned as Jack came tumbling out of the trees, a wide grin on his face. It was bigger than when Hiccup saw Jack for the first time.

"Something wrong?" he asked as he and Astrid stood.

"Absolutely not," Jack said. Jonah came out from behind him, smiling as well. "Hiccup, can you tell me how you felt when you found out about Jonah five years ago?"

"Why?" Hiccup asked.

"Just answer, Dad," Jonah said. Sleek nodded.

"Well... I was stunned, actually," Hiccup said as he scratched his head. "I couldn't believe it at first, not even as the days went on. Eventually, Jonah had a nightmare and that's when I finally felt like a father." He turned to Jonah. "It wasn't you, but I still remember it as if it was. Now, I know I'm your father, and I take pride in it."

"I remember when I realized I was your mother," Astrid said. "I was so distrusting of you at first, but then I overheard Hiccup and you talking about the future. I didn't believe it at first, but then I began to connect the dots." She reached forward and pinched Jonah's cheeks. "Now look at you!"

"Mom!" Jonah said as he turned red in embarrassment. "I thought you gave that up weeks ago!"

"I'm your mother, it's my job to embarrass you," Astrid said. "But what's the point of this, Frostbite?"

Jack and Jonah looked at each other. Jack stepped to the side to reveal a girl behind him. "Introducing my daughter from the future, Jamie Frost!"

Hiccup's and Astrid's jaws dropped. "What?!"

Jonah snickered. "Mom, Dad, this is one of my friends, Jamie. She has magic like Uncle Jack, too."

Jamie took out the staff from behind her. "When Daddy and Mum went to fight in Ragnarok, he left me his staff," she said sadly. She ran her finger along the curve of the staff. "They never came back." She hugged the staff tightly, as if it would be ripped out of her hands any moment now.

"Who's... Who's your mom?" Astrid asked.

Jack smiled. "That's top secret," he said smugly.

Hiccup crossed his arms. "They won't tell you, will they?"

"Nope."

Astrid frowned. "I don't understand, though. I didn't realize it was possible for Jack to have kids."

"Neither did I," Jack said. "Then again, I never really tried."

"Well, remember when I hugged Jonah, I mentioned being half-spirit?" Jamie said. "Guess what the other half is."

Jack opened his mouth in a silent 'oh.' "Huh.

I didn't think that was possible."

"Neither did I," Jonah said. "Jamie looks eleven, but she's really only five years old."

"Five?!" the three adults said.

Jamie giggled. "I'm a big girl, though! Just because I age quickly, doesn't mean I have to age maturely!"

"You just contradicted yourself," Hiccup pointed out. He rolled his eyes when Jamie stick her tongue out at him. "Yeah, you're Jack's daughter, alright." He turned to face the distance and his smile vanished. "You know, Astrid...there may be something out there, after all."

Astrid sighed. "Hiccup, I–" She stopped when Hiccup turned her head to the direction he was facing.

"Mom? Dad?" Jonah stepped up to them. In the distance, a column of smoke rose from the distant forests. "Well, that's disconcerting."

* * *

><p>The five of them flew towards the smoke. Astrid, Hiccup, and Jonah rode their respective dragons while Jamie and Jack flew on their own. Jamie latched onto Jack's arm, but the spirit was too distracted by the forest below to notice it.<p>

"Stay close," Hiccup called out to the others.

Jonah looked around.**_ "Sleek, is this what I think it is?"_**

**"It may be," **Sleek responded.** "The prelude of Ragnarok has begun. Now we must do what we can to veer it off course."**

Jonah nervously rubbed his arm as he wrapped his legs tighter on the dragon. The day before, when his parents confronted him about his cuts, Jonah was promised to never do it again. For years he would cut himself on a daily basis, and so far, just this one day was making his arm itch like crazy. He had done this before, tried to stop, but the itching was only relieved by more cuts. If he scratched too much, he would gain an infection and his secret would reveal to the rest of the island. It was insane. And passing over the forest didn't help to think about the knife he had hidden in his boot. He heard his father ask aloud what had happened as they past over the icy formations.

"Hiccup!" Astrid shouted, pointing down at the water below.

A voice shouted out, "Fire!" A stern-mounted canon fired a net at Hiccup's direction, which Toothless easily dodged.

"Astrid! Look out!" Hiccup shouted.

"Mom!"

It hit Stormfly, tangling her wings and causing her to spin uncontrollably. Astrid struggled to free her as they hurtled towards a collision. "Hiccup!" she shouted. She fell off Stormfly at the last second and Jonah and Sleek caught her.

Stormfly hit the deck of a ship, and a group of men came running at her, one in particular all too familiar with Jonah and Jamie.

"Jonah!" the half-spirit said as she flew close to him. "That's–"

"Yeah," Jonah said back to her with a nod. "I know."

"Stop!" Hiccup shouted as Sleek set Astrid down, who took out her axe, and Jack landed on a broken mass, pointing his staff at the sailors. Jonah jumped off and rolled over to cushion his fall, and Jamie landed next to her father, although a bit farther back.

Hiccup took out his Inferno and waved it around as Astrid and Jonah readied their axes.

As the men watched in awe at Hiccup's lot weapon, a man said aloud, "Back again, are we?" When he saw Toothless and Sleek growling at him, he added, "Soil my breeches. Not just one Night Fury, but two of them!"

"Good luck with that," Jack said as he lowered himself, motioning for Jamie to stay behind.

"And what are you going to do?" the man continued, waving a knife at his direction. "Hit me on the head with a stick?"

Jonah looked back and forth between Jack's spot and the man. "You see him?"

"I saw him fly down here on his own, is what I saw," the man said as he pressed his foot against Stormfly's head. Behind him, his men murmured if he was feeling well. "Doesn't matter. Looks like our luck's got a turn for the better, lads! Don't think Drago's got one of those in his dragon army."

"Drago?" Hiccup repeated. "You work for Drago?"

The man laughed. "You know him?"

"Hard not to," Astrid said. "He tried to kill my son a few years back."

"Astrid, you sure it's a good idea to tell them that?" Jack whispered as he jumped down to her level.

"Not really, no," Astrid admitted. "Hiccup must be rubbing off me. But still, a dragon army?"

Hiccup calmly raised his hands, "Look, we don't want any trouble."

The man gesture up to the ice mound next to them. "You should've thought of that before you stole all of our dragons and blasted our fort to bits." Some of the people behind him agreed.

"We didn't do this," Jonah said. "We were passing by and came upon you." One of the men came forward and Jonah gave a feral growl at him.**_ "Back off before I slit your throat!" _**he hissed in Dragonese. The man didn't understand him, but he understood the message.

The man leaned on Stormfly even more. "Pff-ha! Dragon trapping is hard enough work as it is without do-gooders dragon riders sneaking in to rescue them." He looked over at the Toothless. "And your Night Furies are all the proof I need. I saw you flying around yesterday. Caught us by surprise, yes, but we survived enough to down one of them. Guess I was wrong."

"Other Night...?" Jonah lowered his axe in surprise. "Are you saying that there are other Night Fury riders out there?"

"Jonah, you don't think that–" Jamie started before the man began to laugh.

"You mean other than your thieving friends from last night? You tell me. You may have an ice spitting dragon on your side but we still have a quota to fill." He stepped down from Stormfly and onto the floor, slowly pacing in front of his people. "How do you suppose we explain this mess to Drago Bludvist?"

"Show him what a hopeless cause you are?" Jack said with a smirk. "And don't tempt me, this stick can do more than herd sheep."

"You've never herded sheep in your life," Jamie whispered, though it was petty much useless as no one was able to see her.

"Not now, Jamie," Jack said silently back to her.

"This is what he gave me last time I showed up empty handed," the trapper said. He pulled down his coat to show them a scar on the left side of his chest. Astrid and Hiccup look at each other, mortified. Unconsciously, Jonah placed a hand over his heart. "He promised to be a lot less understanding in he future."

"Look, we don't know anything about a dragon thief or an ice spitting dragon or your lunatic boss and his dragon army, okay?" Hiccup said, trying to remain diplomatic. He feared it was going to go downhill any minute now. Sure enough, the men behind the trapper began to point at them with crossbows and nets. "Just give us back our dragon and we'll go, strange, hostile person whom we've never met."

At this moment, Jonah discreetly reach for his pouch that he kept attached to his belt behind him.

"Oh, where are my manners?" He bowed down and slowly clutched a knife strapped to his lower back. "I'm Eret, son of Eret." He took the knife out of its sheath with a flourish. "Finest dragon trapper alive. After all, it's not just anyone who can capture a pair of Night Furies."

"Don't do this, Eret," Jonah said, trying for the same tactic he did with Vee. "You may not believe me, but I've seen the future, I've seen you're future. If you continue down this path, it will only end badly for you."

"Oh?" Eret said.

**_"Hiccup, we must get out of here,"_** Toothless said, coming out as a growl to the others.

"Well, this is Toothless, and he says we're going. Now!" Hiccup said.

Eret laughed agains. "Ha! They all say that. Rush 'em, lads!"

At the same time the men begin to converge on them, Toothless shoots a plasma blast at the ice above them, and an icicle breaks off and falls. Jack and Jamie used their staffs to freeze some of their weapons and to make them slip. The trappers yell and duck for cover. Eret too is thrown off his feet. Hiccup activates Inferno and the flames around it and quickly cuts the ropes binding the Nadder.

"Stormfly, come on, go. Go!" Astrid shouted. With her dragon free, Astrid, Hiccup and Stormfly run away while Eret gets back up.

"Dad!" Jonah rides over him on Sleek, who reaches down to his hands and tosses him over to Toothless' back.

By the time Eret's up, they were all back in the air. He furiously begins swinging around the knife as he yells at the top of his lungs. "You will never hold onto those dragons, you hear me? Drago is coming for them all!"

Hiccup looks back concerned at those words. Once he was sure they were a safe distance, he said, "This is bad. This is worse than we thought it was. We need to tell me dad, we need his help now."

"We can't!" Jonah said. "Dad, telling Grandpa is another one of the things that sets off Ragnarok! It's the reason he ends up being killed!"

"We can't just stand by and do nothing!" Astrid said back to him. Then to Hiccup, "Look, we'll put it off until tomorrow, okay? Jonah might be right. If we wait until tomorrow to tell him, maybe things will change."

Hiccup gritted his teeth as he thought of delaying the inevitable. Why not just spring the trap now? He didn't understand why they didn't want to end this. But as he looked over at Jonah, who was in deep thought, he thought of the hell he'd been through the past five years, the pain he'd endured. And the reason why was probably because of him; because he rushed on telling his father. Maybe holding it off until tomorrow would be best after all.

As the Haddocks talked about this, meanwhile, Jack was unable to keep his eyes of Jamie. She caught hims staring at one point and said, "Is something wrong, Daddy?"

Jack was caught off guard at being called so, and he would've stumbled if he were standing. "Uh... N-no, Jamie. It's just... I guess I'm still shocked to find I have a daughter. It seems so surreal."

Jamie smiled. She flew closer to him as she said, "I remember Mama told me who excited you were when she found out she was gonna have me. She said that you were crying happily."

Jack chuckled. "Yeah, I can imagine that. Say, why is your name Jamie? Don't get me wrong, it's a great name, but why Jamie?"

Jamie thought about this. "I dunno. You told me once that I was named after an old friend of yours. You didn't say who, just someone."

Jack nodded. It was still a cryptic answer, but at least it was something. But still, he looked again at the little girl, who although looked eleven years old, she was only five. She aged twice as fast than humans, only because she was half-human herself. Jack saw a necklace of some kind, a sapphire, maybe, hanging from her neck. He made note to ask her about it later, but for now, he reveled in the fact that this girl was, in fact, his daughter.

And although no one noticed it, he was crying happily.

* * *

><p><strong>Introducing Jamie Frost! Now we have five of the thirteen children reunited with their parents. And let me clear something up for you, in case you don't understand the predicament with Jamie: Jack and Elsa (obviously) had her during Ragnarok, about a year after it began. Ragnarok spread to the mainland, as it pointed out last chapter. Jamie was only half-human, so she grew at a faster rate due to her half-spirit side. At one point, Jack and Elsa had to help the remaining riders fight and defend the children, leading to their demise.<strong>

**And yes, I chose Jamie as her name because it's more related to a believer. "Emma" is used too often in other fics, and some of you remember Eli from my stories, _Meeting_ and _Return_. I decided to not use him because they don't run in the same universe, or timeline, or however you want to put it.**

**I skipped the dragon race for a reason, mostly because I deemed it unimportant. The only reason the race begins in the movie was to give it a good opening scene. I've already used it for the Deadmouth Competition, so there's no use to do another one.**

**-Litwick723**


	7. The War's Beginning

_Jonah tried with all of his might to try and see through the inky blackness ahead of him. It was so dark, not even the moonlight offered sanctuary. If there was moonlight. He stepped on something squishy—mud, maybe?—before something dripped onto his forehead. He dabbed it with his finger, and the sound was than water. It smelled strange, too._

_All around him, torches lit up. He covered his eyes as the sudden light blinded him, making him stop in his tracks. When he lowered his arms, he found himself in a circle of torches. They completely surrounded him, and there was no way that he could've entered the circle because there was no opening to get inside it. How...?_

_"Fai...ure..."_

_A voice echoed in the cave. Yes, looking around, Jonah found himself in a cave. He looked down at his boot and lifted it. He had stepped in come sort of dark liquid, and whatever that stench was, it was getting stronger. A scrape began to echo, and hushed voices could be heard from all around. Jonah gasped when he felt something crawl fast behind him. There was a sound of something scraping against metal that hurt his ears._

_"...lure..."_

_Jonah called out. He reached for his axe on his back, only to find that it wasn't there. He didn't have it with him._

_The noises stopped. The entire cave lit up as if someone lit the cave. Bodies littered the room. The torches disappeared and the new light showed something flowing from the bodies to his feet. He was stepping in blood. He grimaced when he saw an open carcass, it's internal organs ripped out. What could do such a thing?_

_But what caught his attention were the bodies not too far away from him. They were both on their side, facing away from him, but he still recognized them. He scrambled over to them and rolled them to their backs. Hiccup's face looked like a rock had crushed it, and ugly gash marks were scratched on Astrid's face. Jonah looked up and saw the bodies. They were all his friends. His family,_

_Toothless lay with a wide wound on his abdomen, blood spilling out. Sleek had his head chopped off, Jack had a sword in his stomach, Freya looked like she was set on fire. They all looked like they experience a horrible death. Jonah began to sob when he heard it again._

_"...ail..."_

_He turned to his father's body. Was he still alive? Then suddenly, his hands came up to him, clawed and decomposed, to him, scratching his arm._

_"FAILURE!" Crawling to him, Hiccup reached out with his ugly hand and broken face as Jonah scrambled away._

_One by one, the other bodies began to come to life, crawling to him. The living dead were all making their way towards him, saying the same thing over and over again._

_"FAILURE! FAILURE! FAILURE! FAILURE!"_

_Jonah screamed when Casanova grabbed his foot, and he had no choice but to kick at his head. He groaned when his head snapped off, but it was enough to get Nova to let go of his leg. Jonah found himself backed up against the cave wall with no escape._

_"FAILURE! FAILURE! FAILURE!"_

_Jonah stepped in water and looked down at his reflection. He gasped when he saw not his reflection, but another zombie staring up at him. This body had sick green skin, with blood swollen in its forehead and multiple cuts and gashes on his arms. Then the reflection reached out through the puddle of water and grabbed Jonah by his throat. He began to block his passage to air, and Jonah was unable to pry his bloody hands off._

_The reflection leaned close to his ear and whispered, "You failed." Then it sank its teeth into his neck as the other bodies caught up and began to feast._

* * *

><p>Jonah gasped as he found himself looking up at a ceiling. He felt incredibly hot, and he didn't even have a blanket on. The only source of light was a lit candle next to him. A pair of worried green eyes looked over them.<p>

"Jonah, are you okay?" Sleek asked. He made to place his head in his stomach when Jonah suddenly pushed him away, and he quickly stood from his bed and leaned on the wall, looking afraid. "Jonah? What is the matter?"

Jonah looked at him before he felt his eyes pool up. He left the room, leaving Sleek to wonder what sort of nightmare his brother had to make him leave. He followed him to Hiccup's room, and inside, Sleek curled up next to Toothless, while Jonah quietly slipped into bed next his father. The warmth the older Viking next to him offered made him feel all the more relaxed.

"Jonah?" Hiccup said groggily, eyes still closed, but knowing. "Why are here?"

"I was just cold," Jonah lied.

Hiccup said nothing for a moment before he said, "What's the real reason you came?" When Jonah didn't answer, Hiccup sighed. He was facing away from him, but he can tell when Jonah was unsettled. "You know," he said, turning on his back to face the ceiling, "when I was younger, I used to have nightmares, too. My dad never really helped me get through it, not even Gobber did, so I had to go through it by myself. Eventually, I began to sing myself to sleep after I woke up at night scared out of my wits."

"...I didn't have a nightmare," Jonah said, not facing his father and pulling the blanket over his head.

"Yes, you did. Why else would you come into bed with me? You did the same thing five years ago."

Jonah frowned. "What?" he said, turning his head but not fully facing him.

"The Jonah that arrived five years ago did the same thing," Hiccup explained. "When he was scared, or got a nightmare, he would get off the bed and sleep on the floor with me."

"You slept on the floor?" Jonah asked incredulously.

"Well, I wasn't going to let you sleep on the ground, was I?"

Jonah turned back around, leaving his head uncovered. He still felt like the burden, someone who wasn't supposed to exist in this time, mostly because he wasn't. He hadn't had a family around in such a long time, it still felt like a dream. Maybe... Maybe staying here wouldn't be such a bad idea, after all. Jonah's first move was to go back to their own time once this one was fixed, but if things worked out well, then maybe he would stay. Maybe_._

* * *

><p>Jack watched with a raised eyebrow and an amused smile on his face as Jamie wolfed down her breakfast. Fish was a common things to eat, alongside a leg or two of mutton, and it seemed that this girl had as much as a bottomless appetite as her father.<p>

A knock on the door caught his attention. He heard Stoick in the next room over open the door and say, "Thuggory? What are you doing here?"

Jack looked up. He had heard of Thuggory, he was the heir of the Meathead tribe. He was also the parent of two more of the missing time travelers, if he wasn't mistaken.

"Hey, Chief. Where're Hiccup and Jonah? I need to talk to them about something important," Jack heard Thuggory say.

"They went out to the forge, and I was just on my way. Why don't you come with me?"

"Great, thanks, Chief. This is too important to hold off."

As the two of them left, Jack was left alone with Sunspot and Jamie. Sunspot was still asleep, ever the lazy dragon he's been the past few whatever. He flipped over on his back and the helmet turned as well, entrapping him inside. Sunspot yelped when he was trapped underneath the helmet, and he began to scramble around the table. Jack and Jamie both laughed as Sunspot scurried on the table, until he finally fell off. He may have landed on the floor, but even then the helmet fell back on him. A few fire shots were blown, but even then the helmet wouldn't move. Instead, Sunspot trilled as he bumped into the walls on his way to the door. The door was still open a crack, and after struggling to open it, he slipped outside. All the Vikings could see at the moment was a helmet moving on its own.

Jamie was laughing so hard that she fell off her seat. "Wh-whoa! Oof!"

"Jamie!" Jack got out of his seat and ran to his daughter's side. "Jamie, you alright?"

Still shaking from laughter, Jamie sat up. "Yes, I'm fine, Daddy. That was funny."

Jack chuckled. "Yeah. Would you believe me if I told you that wasn't the first time Sunspot's fallen asleep like that?"

"Really?"

"Oh, definitely. He's been doing that for years. Ever since Hiccup got that helmet, actually."

"Hey, Daddy, how did you and Uncle Hiccup meet, anyway?" Jamie asked, laying her staff on the table and placing her chin on her hands on the table. "You never got the chance to tell me before you and Mama went to fight in the war."

Jack could already feel the unconditional love for the little girl. It still felt disbelieving, like it was all a dream, but he knew it wasn't. "Quick question, first. Your mother, um... You sure you can't tell me who she is?"

Jamie smiled. "Nope!"

Jack sighed. "You're most certainly my daughter, alright. Well, a promise is a promise, I guess."

* * *

><p><em>I'll never forget that day for as long as I'll live. For three hundred years, I was alone and unseen. You probably knew that, how I was never believed in? Well, imagine my surprise when I came across this island.<em>

_After three hundred years of isolation, with only the other spirits to talk to, I eventually found myself on Berk to bring winter. I had heard that Berk was now training dragons a few weeks earlier from some Vikings, and I decided to take it upon myself to see if they was true. At the same time, the Vikings at the island were celebrating their annual holiday, Snoggeltog. I never knew why it was called that, but then again, their heir's name is Hiccup._

_Anyway, I was bringing snow and went for a flight. That was when I saw Hiccup and Toothless._

* * *

><p>Jack watched from a distance as Hiccup balanced on Toothless's back. They seemed to be pulling off some sort of stunt. They neared a rock pillar, and Hiccup jumped off over the bridge the pillar offered as Toothless flew under the arch. They came together again and flew off.<p>

"Yes! Finally!" Hiccup said. So then this wasn't the first time they'd tried?

Jack saw how low they were getting and said said aloud, "Hey, Wind, how about we give them a lift?" He waved his staff and a strong wind came blowing.

Hiccup let out a yelp, holding his helmet on his head. "Whoa! That came outta nowhere, huh, bud?" Toothless chortled something unintelligible. "Yeah. Wonder if we have enough time to–" He abruptly stopped himself when he turned around.

Jack frowned, wondering what he couldn't seen. Jack turned around as well, but only saw the clouds. Nothing worth being surprised about.

"Uh, Toothless?" Hiccup called, not turning back yet. "Let's find a spot to land at, okay, bud?" Toothless nodded and flew a little further away to land on the edge of the cliff of an island.

Jack looked down at them and shrugged, flying away again.

"Hey! Wait! Come back here!" Jack paused his hover. He looked down and saw Hiccup looking up at him. Jack looked back and forth for a moment before he pointed to himself in confusion. "Who else?"

Jack lowered himself to the ground as he pointed to himself again. "Do... Do you see me?" Toothless warily sniffed him before he gave a satisfied growl. "Wait... You really see me?"

"Yeah..." Hiccup said unsurely.

Jack smiled, which then began to turn into chuckle. A small breeze began to blow followed by a few flakes of anew as he did a backflip, balancing on the curve of his staff as he looked down at Hiccup. "I can't believe it! You actually see me! You... You see me!"

Hiccup stared at him for a moment before he realized how could it was getting. "Snow?" he wondered as he lifted his hand to catch the snowflakes that melted in his hand.

"It's what I do," Jack said. "It's my job to brings inter to the world, to help kids have fun." He looked Hiccup up and down. "Though you're obviously not a kid."

"Winter?" Hiccup repeated. "Wait a minute... Are you Jokül Frôsti?"

"That's just what the Vikings call me," Jack said. "My name is Jack Frost, not that there's much of a difference in name."

"Loki told me about you," Hiccup said. "Well, not told exactly, more like he wrote to me. See?" He reached into his pocket and pulled out a piece of paper.

Jack jumped down from his staff and took the paper. "What's this supposed to say?" he wondered out loud. Hiccup took the paper and turned it right-side up. "Nope, still nothing. I may be able to speak Norse, but I can't read or write it."

"I was wondering about your accent," Hiccup said as he patted Toothless's snout. "You're speaking it through your nose a little bit, not to mention the fact that your almost as thin as me. Definitely not Viking-ish."

"Eh, not like I have much to do. But wait, you said you know Loki? But why would the Prankster God be here in Midgard? Last I saw the guy, he was accused of murder and sent to be a room with poisonous snakes."

"What?"

"Long story."

* * *

><p>"What about everyone else in Berk?" Jamie asked. "Did anyone else see you?"<p>

"Astrid was actually the next person to see me," Jack said. "After that, the other teens of the village began to see me, followed by Stoick, Gobber, then the rest of the village. Yeah, today there are still a few nonbelievers, but with the kids that were born the past few years, they really have fun with me. Hiccup always joked that I would be a great dad, and, well..." He gestured to Jamie's general direction.

"You just gestured to all of me," Jamie said. Then she tilted her head as Jack laughed, as if she just told a joke.

"Yeah, I did. You just literally popped out of nowhere."

The door opened again and Astrid walked inside, looking around. "Hey, have you seen Jonah today? He wasn't at the forge with Hiccup, and he's not in the cove, either."

"I never saw him come down," Jack said with a shake of his head.

"Let me wake him up!" Jamie said, using her staff to hoist herself over the table as her feet padded softly go the stairs. "I haven't woken him up in a long time."

"Don't use Method 16!" Jack called up.

"Fine! I'll use 28!" Jamie called back down.

Jack was shocked for a moment before he chuckled to himself.

"She knows your wake up methods?" Astrid asked with a hint of surprise in her voice. "I didn't expect her to."

"Neither did I," Jack admitted. "I mean, it just came out on reflex, since that's how Toothless and I would work out how to wake Hiccup up sometimes. I mean, remember when he got sick last year because of Method 16?"

"No wonder you only use it when it's warmer." She took a seat across from him. "So what's it like? Being a dad an all?" Jack sighed heavily and leaned back in his seat, using his hand to move the hair in front of his eyes. "That exhausted?"

Jack laughed. "No. It's just... Gods, I don't even know how to explain it. I mean, I'm literally a spirit, and to find out that in a little over a decade from now I'm going to be a father of a girl who's half-human and half-spirit? Next thing you know, one of the other kids might be a demigod, or Medusa's cousin."

"Medusa? Is she that snake lady you and Hiccup ran into while we were as Rider's Edge?"

"Gods, don't even get me started in her." He lay his head down on the table, and before he could say more, a scream echoed.

"JAMIE!"

* * *

><p>Hiccup raked the comb through Jonah's hair as the younger not yelped in pain. "Ow! Dad, that hurts!"<p>

"It's not fault Jamie decided to ice your hair," Hiccup said. "Why is it this long, anyway? Grow it any longer and it would rival Toothless's ego." Toothless snorted dismissively at him.

The two of them were in the forge, waiting with Stoick, Astrid, Jack, and Jamie on something Thuggory wanted to show them.

Stoick, at the moment was on a rant about how great of a chief Hiccup would be. At some point, after finally getting Jonah's hair back into a ponytail and brushing the ice out, Hiccup decided that it might be best to talk to Stoick about the incident the day before. "Hey, Dad! Can I have a quick word?"

"Something you're itching to tell me?" Stoick said pleasingly, putting his arms over his son's shoulders. "Jonah, this be the time your old man becomes chief?"

"This be the time I think of getting my hair cut a few inches," Jonah replied.

"Y-Yeah, not quite the itch you're thinking off, but yes," Hiccup admitted.

As the chief grabbed an apron from a hook to throw to his son, Hiccup set it back. "Ah, good man. Now lesson one, a chief's first duty is to its people so..." They stopped at a post. Stoick grabbed a tune hanging and called, "Forty-one!"

Hiccup tried again, "Well, can we just talk in private for a…"

Jamie pulled on Jack's sweater. "Has he always been like this?"

Jack shrugged. "I don't know, but I do know this. His insane way of thinking is going to get us killed before Ragnarok does it."

She frowned. "I was talking about Stoick."

"Me, too."

"Dad, this is actually a little more important than building saddles…" Hiccup said as he followed after him.

"Ah, lesson two; no task is too small when it comes to serving your people," Stoick continued. "Oh, excuse us, Grump."

"Dad, could you just..."

They both stepped over the large dragon as they tried to carry on with their conversation. It was just like Stoick to be so excited about how prepared Hiccup was for being chief even though the heir himself was uneasy.

"Grandpa Stoick, we really need to tell you about this new land we came across yesterday…" Jonah said, trying to get through.

"If the lad from the future wants to talk about it, it must be important," Stoick concluded as he got tools for making a saddle. "And we will... Right after we make this saddle!"

Jonah hit his head on the work table.

"Another one?" Gobber asked, referring to the island.

Fishlegs popped up, followed by the other riders, and said, "Any new dragons?"

Jack shook his head. "We didn't stick around to find out. These folks weren't particularly friendly."

"Aw, really? Your Night Furies and Deadly Nadder didn't bring them cheering to the rooftops?" Gobber teased as he continued in in his own work.

"No, this was different," Hiccup said as he began to help his father work. "Not the standard, run-for-the-hills, who-ha I've come to enjoy."

"'Run-for-the-hills, who-ha'?" Jamie repeated.

"You should've seen their fort, all blown apart and stuck in giant spikes of ice," Astrid said, joining in on the conversation. "It was weird."

"I've never seen anything like it. And worst of all, they thought we did it!"

Gobber shook his head. "You know, you two are gonna get in serious troubles one of these days. Not everyone appreciates this way of life."

As Stoick spoke, Jonah saw something out the window. He leaned out just as he heard the Hiccup mention the dragon army, but he only saw something else. Or rather, someone else. "Bertha? Bertha!"

"Jonah!" Bertha let go of Thuggory's hand and ran up to the forge with Killer behind her.

"Jamie, Bertha's here!" Jonah said he ran out the building.

Jamie gasped excitedly as she pushed Snotlout out of the way to run to the door. Hiccup blinked and looked out to see Jonah and Jamie lifting a young girl off the floor. Thuggory chuckled as he walked past them. "Bertha... She's one of the time travelers."

"She's also my daughter," Thuggory said. "Her dragon recognized Cameo and I put two and two together then."

Hiccup did remember that Bertha and her brother, Casanova, were the kids of Thuggory and Camicazi. Gods, what would she think if she were her right now? But there was still something that needed to be done. As the three of them and their dragons reunited with Freya outside, Hiccup took Thuggory in and got down to business. "They're building a dragon army," he finally said. The adults, rather than Stoick, stopped what they were doing. "Or-or at least the guy they work for is. He's the same guy who tried to change the timeline five years ago. Drago Bludvist.

Stoick's eyes widened upon hearing the name as he shared a look with Gobber. Behind the blacksmith, Tuffnut punched his fist in his other hand and said, "I'll bloody his fist with my face if he tries to take my dragon."

"You're a moron," Ruffnut said. "He said Bludvist, not bloody fist. Besides, he's not taking my dragon either!"

"Who's the moron now?" Tuffnut deadpanned.

"Yeah, but a beautiful moron!" Fishlegs swooned, followed by Snotlout. Ruffnut only responded with a gag.

"Bludvist?" Stoick repeated, grasping Hiccup's shoulders. "Are you sure it's Drago Bludvist?"

"Yeah, he– Wait, you know him?" Hiccup eyes his father strangely. Stoick didn't even say another word before he set Hiccup aside and ran ot the forge. "Wait, Dad! Dad!"

* * *

><p>"Ground all dragons!" Stoick shouted as they ran through the Hangar. Behind him, Hiccup, Astrid, Jonah, and Jack followed in bewilderment. "Seal the gates! Lower the storm doors!"<p>

Gobber shouted out, "Come on, you heard the man, lock it down!" All around the Hangar, Vikings heeded the order and began to lock down the building.

"No dragon or Viking sets foot off this island until I give the word!" He turned to Hiccup. "Why didn't you tell me Drago was behind all of this!"

"Loki told us not to!" Hiccup said, but as soon as he did, he slapped a hand over his mouth.

Stoick gave him an incredulous look. "What?"

Astrid sighed, panting slightly. "Loki helped us five years ago. He saved Jonah's helped restore the time back to normal. The Drago who tried to kill Jonah then was also from the future, the same time Jonah came from. The Jonah that came with us now is responsible for Drago's lost and wanted to get revenge!"

"Dad, there's gotta be a better option than this!" Hiccup pleaded. "I mean, this is all because some guy you knew is stirring up troubles on some faraway land?

Stoick looked at his direction. "Because Drago Bludvist is a madman, without conscience or mercy. He's desperate to get what he wants, so much so that he's managed to travel through time. And if he's built a dragon army…Gods help us all!" He continued on his way, shouting, "Get them into the pens. Quickly!"

Hiccup quickly caught to cut him off. "Let's ride back out there. We'll follow those trappers to Drago and talk some sense into him."

"No! We fortify the island!" Stoick argued.

"It's our duty to keep the peace."

Stoick shook his head, grabbing Hiccup's shoulders again. "Peace is over, Hiccup! I must prepare you for war."

"War!? Dad, if Drago is coming for our dragons, we can't wait around for him to get here! Let's go find him and change his mind."

"No, some minds won't be changed, Hiccup. Berk is what you need to worry about. A Chief protects his own! Secure the stables! Latch every stall!"

"Jonah, talk some sense into him!" Hiccup said.

Jonah gripped his arm. "What's the point? I mean, he's right! The future happened because you obviously couldn't talk sense into Drago, so why bother this time around?"

Hiccup gritted his teeth, but not before he had that determined look on his face. He eyed Toothless, who issued a reassuring croo at him.

Astrid already caught on his plan. She grabbed Hiccup's arm and said, "Hiccup, don't!"

"I have to." He cupped her face and gave her a deep kiss on her lips. When he pulled away, he whispered, "Stay. Please?" He placed her hands on her hips as he did so." He didn't wait for an answer before he turned around, with Toothless following after.

Before Stoick could turn around completely, Hiccup was already on Toothless, sailing out. "Hiccup!" Following him were Jonah on Sleek and Jack. "Jonah! Frost!"

"Come on!" Hiccup flew around another gate that wasn't closed, at least yet. The my flew out the gate, followed by the younger ones, and finally, Jack came out before he could get stuck inside.

As they flew, Jonah asked, "Are you sure it's really a good idea to go and confront Drago? I don't remember much about this story, but I remember that it involves some emotional trauma at some point."

"You could've stayed behind!" Hiccup said.

"You're my dad!" Jonah said back. "You're not the only one who wants to stop this!"

"Less talking, more flying!" Jack said. "Like it or not, the war started before we even knew about it! Let's just make sure we win it!"

* * *

><p><strong>After what seems to be a long hiatus, I Coke back with another chapter. I can't promise that this won't happen again, but I can promise that I won't quite on this story. I've just been more concerned with Darkness vs Evil as my main story. Some changes here and there, but all for a reason! And because Christmas was yesterday, I decided to add that little Snoggeltog piece at the beginning. That was just the short version, I might draw up the full version some other time.<strong>

**Once again, I'm sorry for the wait, and I hope you liked this chapter.**

**-Litwick723**


	8. Author's Note

**Sorry for not updating, but my grandmother died recently. I'm out of the country for a few days and I just don't have the energy to update for a while. I'm holding off all and any of my stories until further notice. Sorry, but I need time to cope.**

**-Litwick723**


End file.
